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Elshie.  Behold!  [Throwing  off  his  disguise.]  Me— me  !  thy 
brother,  risen  to  blast  thee  with  his  presence  ! 
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REMARKS. 


Vtf)t  22U?arB  of  tf)c  Jttoor. 

Wb  have  but  moderate  faith  in  witches  and  wizards  :  on  the  stage 
we  acknowledge  their  supremacy  to  the  fullest  extent.  Talk  of  the 
enchanter’s  wand ! — Commend  us  to  the  witch’s  broomstick,  a  far 
more  powerful  talisman  !  In  the  witches  in  Macbeth  we  first  be¬ 
held  this  anomalous  race  of  beings  :  the  gallery  gods  laughed ;  our 
sensations  were  of  awe  and  wonder,  and  time  has  only  confirmed  the 
mighty  enchantment  of  the  scene.  Our  subsequent  acquaintance 
with  witches,  wizards,  and  warlocks,  has  been  infinite.  The  wizard 
In  question  is  our  latest  mysterious  friend. 

Elshie  is  a  sort  cf  supernatural  Timor,,— a  Scotch  wizard,  who  has 
fled  from  an  ungrateful  world  to  take  up  his  abode  on  Mucklestone 
Moor.  Yet  this  Wizard  of  the  Moor  is  no  more  a  wizard  than  we 
are.  He  is  not  immaterial,  nor  is  it  material  he  should  be :  his  un¬ 
earthly  attributes  exist  only  in  the  terrified  imaginations  of  benighted 
travellers.  A  man  has  only  to  be  mysterious  and  mum, — to  shun  so¬ 
ciety  for  the  purpose  of  being  better  observed : — 

“  In  mopish  mood  about  to  roam, 

When  other  people  stay  at  home ;  « 

To  bay  the  moon,  as  poets  say, 

And  keep  all  other  things  at  bay ; 

To  rail  at  all  mankind,  and  mutter 
And  quarrel  with  his  bread  and  butter ; 

To  let  nor  man  nor  woman  please  him, 

And  only  laugh  when  no  one  sees  him ; 

To  stare  folks  rudely  in  the  phiz  hard , 

To  growl  and  grumble  in  his  gizzard ; 

And,  ten  to  one,  he’s  dubb’d  a  wizard  !  ”* 

A  certain  popular  poet  owes  half  his  fame  to  this  mystification 
and  mummery.  None  more  than  he  loved  society,  or  parted  from  it 
with  greater  regret.  But  the  ambition  of  being  the  observed  of  all 
observers  was  stronger  than  his  passion  for  revelry ;  and  as  a  modern 
T’’~  an  was  then  a  novel  character,  he  became  the  lion  of  his  day.— 


*  The  Editor. 
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Afl  Horace  Walpole  said  of  West  ley,  he  was  as  great  an  actor  afl 
Garrick.  Yet  so  powerful  is  the  force  of  habit,  that  society  at  last 
became  a  trouble  to  him;  and,  like  the  misanthrope  when  the  cow 
entered  the  wood,  he  wanted  to  be  alone  ! 

Hobbie  Elliot,  a  Scotch  peasant,  having  invited  his  friends  and 
neighbours  to  make  merry  with  him,  forgets  that  the  most  substan¬ 
tial  part  of  the  entertainment  is  yet  to  be  provided.  His  sweetheart, 
Grace  Armstrong,  reminds  him  of  this  omission ;  and  Hobbie  sallies 
forth  to  Mucklestone  Moor,  to  try  how  far  his  gun  will  carry  in  the 
event  of  a  fat  buck  crossing  his  path.  He  loses  his  way,  and  finds 
himself  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the  wizard’s  glen.  He  is  soon 
joined  by  another  wayfarer,  the  Laird  Ellieslaw ;  who,  having  had 
better  luck,  and  killed  a  buck,  presents  it  to  him,  and  proposes  to 
penetrate  through  the  wood.  The  superstitious  fears  of  Hobbie  rise 
at  this  proposal ;  and  he  repeats  the  legend,  how  Elshie  has  turned 
Into  stones  certain  fool-hardy  travellers  who  invaded  his  solitude,  and 
hints  that  there  is  just  room  enough  on  the  moor  for  a  couple  more  ! 
But  Ellieslaw,  not  believing  in  goblins,  resolves  to  push  forward ; 
and  Hobbie,  being  nettled  by  an  imputation  on  his  courage,  follows 
his  guide  through  briar  and  brake,  and  they  soon  come  in  contact  with 
this  terrible  wizard.  A  parley  Is  sounded ;  the  apparition  becomes 
colloquial,  growls  a  mysterious  warning  to  each,  and  bids  the  in¬ 
truders  begone. 

A  certain  Hugh  De  Bourg,  having  a  claim  on  the  castle  and  do¬ 
mains  of  a  Lord  Clanronald,  threatens  to  put  it  in  Immediate  force, 
unless  the  fair  Isabel,  his  lordship’s  daughter,  present  him  on  the 
following  night  with  her  hand.  To  this  there  is  an  obstacle ;  for 
Ellieslaw  is  the  favoured  lover,  who,  when  we  encountered  him  on 
Mucklestone  Moor,  was  on  his  way  to  the  Castle  of  Clanrenald,  to 
pay  his  devoirs  to  his  mistress,  and  concert  means  to  deliver  her  from 
thraldom. 

During  the  absence  of  Hobbie,  a  predatory  adventure  occurs  at  his 
cottage,  which  fully  justifies  the  warning  of  the  wizard.  A  stranger, 
habited  as  a  pilgrim,  eaters ;  craves  rest  for  the  night ;  is  received 
with  hospitality ;  attempts  to  lafuse  a  sleeping  draught  Into  the  cups 
of  his  protectors ;  is  prevented  j  discovers  himself  to  be  their  deadly 
foe,  Willie  Groeme,  the  freebooter ;  and  finally  carries  off  Grace  Arm¬ 
strong,  but  not  before  he  has  fired  the  eottage ;  his  lawless  followers, 
a  ruffianly  banditti,  saving  (after  the  manner  of  Filch )  as  many  goods 
as  they  can  out  of  the  flames. 

Obedient  to  the  wizard’s  hint,  (York,  you’re  wanted!)  Ellieslaw 
had  repaired  post-haste  to  Clanronald  Castle.  The  lovers  meet; 
Isabel,  rendered  bold  by  curiosity  and  despair,  resolves  to  demand 
satisfaction  of  Elshie,  and  ask  him  plainly  what  he  means.  Hobbie, 
too,  is  deadly  wrath  :  his  cottage  is  burnt  down,  and  his  sweetheart 
carried  off.  H^hies  to  the  wizard’s  glen,  and  dares  him  to  come  forth. 
Elshie  is  not  tardy  in  obeying  the  summons ;  the  challenger  1b  thrown, 
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but  learns  for  his  comfort  that  Grace  Is  safely  lodged  in  the  town  of 
Shoma,  the  retreat  of  his  inveterate  foe,  the  Groeme. 

Elshie’s  next  visitor  is  Isabel,  in  whom  despair,  madness,  and  sup¬ 
plication.  all  take  their  turns.  The  wizard  is  melted  ;  threatens  re¬ 
venge  ;  anticipates  triumph ;  and  promises  to  serve  the  maiden  un¬ 
der  the  rose,  which  he  previously  plucks  and  places  in  her  bosom ! 

Innumerable  adventures  succeed.  De  Bourg  bullies  the  Lord 
Clanronald,  and  vows  to  marry  his  daughter ;  his  lordship  sends  him 
back  as  good  as  he  gives,  and  swears  positively  he  shall  not  j— the 
Groeme  and  Grace  have  an  angry  tete-a-tete  on  the  subject  of  ma¬ 
trimony;  during  which,  a  threat  escapes  Willie  that  his  rival  shall 
be  sacrificed  on  the  ensuing  morn.  A  quarrel  ensues  between  the 
bandit  chief  and  his  brothers ;  then  follow  boosing  and  sleep ;  when 
a  pistol  is  fired,  and  the  robber  is  killed. 

Elshie,  in  the  disguise  of  a  monk,  vouchsafes  a  visit  to  De  Bourg; 
he  pleads  the  cause  of  Clanronald  and  his  daughter,  but  in  vain.— 
Grace,  after  her  late  valiant  exploit,  escapes  to  her  lover,  Hobbie. 
The  Gothic  chapel  is  illuminated ;  the  organ  peals ;  the  marriage 
rites  are  about  to  be  performed,  and  the  unwilling  victim  is  already 
dragged  to  the  altar;  when,  remembering  the  magic  spell,  Isabel 
looks  upon  the  rose,  and  pronounces  in  a  loud  voice  the  name  of  El¬ 
shie.  Suddenly  the  centre  panel  of  the  altar  slides  back,  and  the  wi¬ 
zard  appears.  In  conclusion,  Elshie  turns  out  to  be  the  brother  of 
De  Bourg,  whom  the  latter  had  attempted  to  assassinate  five  and 
twenty  years  ago,  but  who,  disgusted  with  the  world,  and  disap¬ 
pointed  in  love,  had  fled  to  the  woods,  seeking  only  revenge  for  his 
injuries.  The  Laird  Ellieslaw  kills  De  Bourg,  and  Hobbie  Elliot 
kills  Willie  Groeme ;  after  which,  the  ladies  are  united  to  their  re¬ 
spective  lovers. 

This  interesting  melodrama  is  the  production  of  Mr.  Gott,  and  was 
performed  at  the  West  London  Theatre  with  very  general  applause. 

$sr  »• — g. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

The  Conductors  of  this  Work  print  no  Plays  but  those  which  they 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  from  personal  ob¬ 
servations,  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

R.  means  Right;  L.  Left;  C.  Centre;  R.C.  Right  of  Centre; 
L  C  Left  of  Centre;  D.  F.  Door  in  the  Flat,  or  Scene  running  across 
the  hack  of  the  Stage;  C.D.F.  Centre  Door  in  the  Flat;  R.  D.  F. 
Right  Door  in  the  Flat ;  L.  D.  F.  Left  Door  in  the  Flat ;  R.  D.  Right 
Door;  L.D.  Left  Door;  S.E.  Second  Entrance;  U.E.  Upper  En - 
trance;  C.  D.  Centre  Door. 

***  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience . 


Cast  of  ttye  Characters, 

As  performed  at  the  Royal  West  London  Theatre. 


Elshie  .  .  .  . .  . 

Mr.  Montague. 

Hugh  de  Bourg  .  .  . 

. 

Mr.  Smollet. 

Clanronald  .  .  . 

Mr.  Mortimer. 

Ellieslaw  .... 

• 

Mr.  Raymond. 

Willie  Graeme 

• 

Mr.  C.  Edwards. 

Oscar  Graeme 

• 

Mr.  Thomas. 

Donald  Graeme 

• 

Mr.  Lancaster. 

Duncan  Graeme 

Mr.  Seaman. 

Gordie  Graeme 

Master  Kerr. 

Hobbie  Elliot  .  . 

Mr.  W.  West. 

Bruce  Elliot  .... 

• 

Mr.  Brown. 

Jamie  Elliot  .  .  . 

♦ 

Mr.  Kirk. 

Isabel  .  .  .  , 

Miss  Collier. 

Grace  Armstrong 

• 

Miss  Pitt. 

Dame  Elliot  .  .  . 

Mrs.  Taylor. 

Jane  Elliot 

• 

Mrs.  Phillips. 

Rose  Elliot  .  . 

. 

Miss  Hume. 

Abbot  and  Monks  of  St.  Cuthbert,  Retainers  of  Hugh  de  Bourg  and 
Ellieslaw,  the  Graeme's  Band ,  fyc. 


Costume. 


ELSHIE. — First  dress :  Plain  black  gown,  with  wide  sleeves— a 
band  round  the  waist— fleshings,  arms  and  legs.  Second  dress:  A 
complete  suit  of  armour. 

HUGH  DE  BOURG. — Crimson  tunic,  with  white  spangles  — 
crimson  trunks— white  vest— white  silk  stockings — shoes. 

CLANRONALD. — Black  velvet  tunic,  trimmed  with  light  blue  — 
black  trunks— black  stockings,  and  shoes. 

ELLIESLAW. — Buff  jerkin  and  pantaloons,  trimmed  with  blue- 
blue  vest — blue  scarf. 

WILLIE  GRCEME.  —  First  dress:  Pilgrim’s  gown,  hat,  and 
staff.  Second  dress:  Buff  jacket  —  old  breastplate— gauntlets —long 
broadsword— black  belt. 

THE  GRCEMES.— Similar  to  Willie  Grceme. 

HOBBIE  ELLIOT.  —  Light-blue  jerkin,  trimmed  with  white- 
blue  pantaloons— plaid  scarf—  lo>v.-crown  bonnet. 

BRUCE  ELLIOT  and  JAMIE  ELLIOT.  —  Plain  tunics  and 
Scotch  scarfs. 

ISABEL. — Black  velvet  dress,  with  train,  trimmed  with  gold  — 
tight  sleeves— white  satin  stomacher  —  white  shoes,  trimmed  with 
gold. 

GRACE  ARMSTRONG.— Red  petticoat,  trimmed  with  blue — blue 
body,  with  white  stomacher,  and  short  sleeves. 

DAME  ELLIOT— Plain  Scotch  body— brown  petticoat,  trimmed 
with  red. 

JANE  ELLIOT.  —  Plaid  body— light  blue  petticoat,  trimmed 
with  white. 

ROSE  ELLIOT.  —  Plaid  body—  light  brown  petticoat,  trimmed 
with  pink. 


TIIE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOOR. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — A  dark  Glen —Nightfall. 

A  voice  without,  L.  u.  e.  Hollo  !  hollo  1 

Enter  Hobbie  Elliot,  l.  u.  e.,  with  a  horn  suspended 
from  his  neck,  and  a  gun  on  his  shoulder. 

Hob.  Weel,  weel,  Hobbie  !  what’s  to  become  of  thee  ? 
If  thou’d  tried  to  lose  thysel’,  mon,  thou  cud  nae  ha’  done 
it  better.  Gude  faith,  Hobbie,  thoud’st  better  ha’  crossed 
the  muir  at  aince,  and  ha’  chanced  the  meeting  of  that 
rogue,  Elshie,  than  ha’  lost  thysel’  by  wandering  through 
this  cursed  wood  !  What  if  I  try  ane  mair  hollow,  to  ken 
if  there  be  ony  good-natured  soul  ganging  through  it  ? — 
[ Shouting.-]  Hollo  !  Eh,  mon,  thou  might  as  weel  expect 
to  mak’  ane  o’  the  muirstaines  preach  a  sermon,  as  to  mak* 
ony  ane  hear  thee  i’  this  place.  Eh,  Hobbie,  Hobbie  ! 
what  wouldst  thou  gi’  now  to  be  seated  at  hame  i’  thy  ain 
chimney  nuke,  wi’  a  banging  large  bowl  o’  brose  smoking 
under  thy  nose,  thy  spoon  in  ain  hand,  and  a  barley  ban¬ 
nock  i’  th’  ither ;  thy  twa  sisters  there,  and  thy  mither 
and  Grace  Armstrong  there  !  Eh  1  there’ll  be  pratty  wark 
at  hame,  I  guess  :  there’ll  be  Grace,  “  I  wish  I  ken  where 
my  puir  Hobbie  is  now  1”-— then  there’ll  be  the  twa  girls, 
“  I  wish  he’d  steer  hame,  and  nae  keep  the  brose  wait¬ 
ing!” — then  there’ll  be  mither  sputtering  like  a  roasted 
onion,  “  De’ei  tak’  the  bairn  !  I  wish  the  brose  was  down 
his  throat,  bowl  and  aw!”  And  sae  they’ll  gang  on  till 
they’ve  tired  themselves,  while  puir  Hobbie’s  stuck  here, 
and  the  de’ei  a  drop  o’  brose,  or  aught  else,  is  likely  to 
gang  down  his  throat  this  night.  Sae,  e’en  mak’  up  yer 
mind  to  lay  down  here  till  sunrise. 

{Music. — He  retires  up,  and  lays  down  at  the  foot  of 
a  tree,  r. 

Ellies  law.  {Without,  u.]  Hollo! 

Hob.  {Jumpinn  ttn.l  What  the  de’el’s  that  ? 
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Enter  Ellieslaw,  r.,  with  a  buck  slung  at  his  back ,  and 
a  gun  on  his  shoulder. 

Ell.  Who  goes  there  ? 

Hob.  Troth,  mon,  a  friend,  to  those  wha  mean  the  same 

^ Ell.  Surely  I  know  that  voice  :  is’t  not  Hobbie  Elliot  ? 
Hob.  Ay,  sir ;  and  were  it  nae  sae  dark,  I  should  say  at 
aince  that  I  was  speaking  to  my  ain  Laird  of  Ellieslaw. 

Ell.  Right,  Hobbie  ;  and  now,  my  good  fellow,  let  me 
know  by  what  chance  we  meet  here. 

Hob.  Weel,  my  laird,  you  shall  soon  ken  that.  As  we 
were  aw  sitting  this  morning  over  our  bannock  and  milk, 
my  auld  mither  says  to  me,  Hobbie,  I  ken  weel  that 
y’are  a  right  lazy  fellow,  or  you’d  gang  yer  ways  wi’  yer 
gun,  and  kill  us  a  deer.”—' “  Ay,”  says  my  Grace  Arm¬ 
strong  ;  “  you  forget,  Hobbie,  that  y’have  sent  to  aw  our 
neighbours  to  come  to-morrow  e’en,  and  dance  a  bit  wi’ 
us,  and  mak’  themsel’s  merry,  and  there’s  nae  sae  muckle 
i’  th’  house  ;  sae  thou  may  as  w^eel  gang,  my  canny  Hob¬ 
bie,  and  see  what  luck  thou  has.”  Sae,  with  that,  I  e’en 
taks  my  gun,  and  crosses  the  launs  to  Mucklestane  Muir, 
but  the  de’el  a  deer  could  I  see  ;  and  nae  liking  to  gang 
back  empty  handed,  for  fear  they  should  laugh  at  me,  1 
slants  alang  the  muir  to  the  forest  here,  and  soon  started  a 
fine  fat  buck,  and  fired  at  him  twice,  but  missed  baith 
times.  De’el  tak’  the  gun  1  I  say ;  for  I  verily  believe 
some  ane  of  the  Elshies  about  here  had  crept  into  and 
turned  the  balls  clean  another  way,  or  I  cud  nae  ha’  been 
sae  daft  to  lia’  missed  baith  times ; — and,  to  mend  the 
matter,  after  hunting  about  fra  morn  till  about  an  hour 
sin’,  I  found  I’d  clean  lost  the  track  out  of  the  wood  ;  for 
I  did  nae  like  to  cross  the  muir  at  night,  for  fear  of  that 
rogue,  Elshie,  there’s  sae  muckle  talk  about.  Sae  I’d  e’en 
taken  mysel’  to  rest  at  the  foot  of  an  auld  tree,  for  want 
of  a  better  place,  till  I  heard  you  yoursel’  hollow  ;  and 
sae,  my  laird,  you  ha’  gotten  the  whole  o’  my  day’s  wark, 
and  a  varry  pretty  day’s  wark  it’s  been. 

Ell.  Well,  Hobbie,  set  your  heart  at  rest :  neither  your 
mother  nor  your  sisters  shall  be  disappointed  about  the 
buck  ;  here’s  one  that  I  have  shot,  [ Throwing  it  to  him.} 
take  it.  But  how  to  extricate  ourselves  from  this  wood  I 
know  not.  I  myself  have  wandered  from  the  track:  ’tis 
now  too  dark  to  retrace  the  path  that  winds  beside  the 
moor ;  we  must  therefore  penetrate  through  the  wood,  and 
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cross  it  by  the  middle  path ;  the  moon  will  soon  be  up, 
and  light  us  on  our  way. 

Hob.  Why,  Maister  Ellieslaw,  are  ye  mad  ?  Cross  the 
muir  at  this  time  o’  night !  Wha  kens  but  we  may  meet 
wi’  Elshie  ? — And  if  he  should  nae  happen  to  like  us,  he 
may,  perhaps,  tak’  it  into  his  head  to  turn  us  into  staines, 
and  then  we  shall  mak’  twa  new  ones  to  the  number  al¬ 
ready  on  the  muir :  for  the  auld  folk  here  say,  that  every 
staine  on  that  muir  was  aince  as  canny  and  gude  looking  a 
fellow  as  mysel’. 

Ell.  Away  with  these  idle  tales  and  fancies  !  a  man  like 
you  should  scorn  them.  Is  it  not  a  shame  that  you,  who 
boast  as  bold  a  heart  as  ever  beat  within  a  manly  breast, 
should  tremble  like  a  coward  at  these  women’s  spectre 
tales  ?  I  should  like  to  see  this  Elshie. 

Hob.  St.  Andrew  forbid !  I’d  as  lief  see  the  de’el  at 
aince !  However,  Maister  Ellieslaw,  lead  the  way  ;  I’ll 
keep  as  stout  a  heart  about  me  as  I  can.  Y’are  the  first 
mon  that  ever  dare  tell  Hobble  Elliot  to  his  teeth  he  was 
a  coward,  and  I  dinna  tak’  it  kind  at  your  hands.  But 
gang  your  gait,  sir :  nae  a  bit  would  Hobbie  be  afraid  of 
him,  if  he  had  nae  dealings  wi’  the  de’el ; — but  gang  your 
gait,  sir — gang  your  gait ;  I’ll  follow  ye. 

Ell.  You  mistake  me,  Hobbie  :  the  cowardice  which  I 
allude  to  arises  from  your  superstition  ;  a  quality  I  as  much 
despise  in  you,  as  I  approve  your  courage.  But,  come ; 
your  family  will  be  uneasy  ;  so,  side  by  side,  we’ll  journey 
without  fear.  Should  men  attack  us,  I  know  I  can  de¬ 
pend  on  you  ;  and  should  supernatural  agents  impede  our 
way,  I’ll  brave  the  risk  myself.  [Exeunt,  l. 

SCENE  II. — A  Gothic  Hall  in  the  Castle  of  Clanronald. 

Enter  Hugh  de  Bourg,  followed  by  Clanronald,  l, 

Hugh.  No  more  of  this  trifling,  my  lord  ;  I  have  delayed 
too  long  already  :  you  have  now  heard  for  the  last  time  my 
fixed  determination.  I  solemnly  swear,  to-morrow  sees 
Isabel  my  bride,  or  you  a  wandering  outcast.  No  longer 
shall  my  claim  on  your  domains  be  withheld.  Either  exert 
your  authority,  and  o’ercome  your  daughter’s  scruples,  or 
wander  like  a  beggar  to  ask  alms  at  those  very  gates  which 
hitherto  have  owned  you  for  their  lord. 

Cla.  Ungenerous  1  ’Tis  true,  some  few  years  past,  op¬ 
pressed  by  numerous  foes,  necessity  prompted  me  to  court 
the  assistance  of  some  powerful  neighbouring  chief  to  up- 
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hold  the  ancient  glory  of  my  house,  which,  robbed  of  its 
defender  and  its  hope,  my  brave  and  only  boy,  was  then 
fast  sinking  to  decay ;  the  hardiest  of  my  clan  had  fallen 
sad  victims  to  a  feudal  warfare,  and  I  beheld  myself  verging 
into  years,  aud  wholly  unable  to  avert  the  cruel  fate  which 
threatened  to  o’erwhelm  my  sole  remaining  child,  my  Isabel. 
’Twas  then,  De  Bourg,  that  I  applied  to  you — promised  you 
yearly  a  stipulated  sum  for  your  assistance  ;  but  my  people, 
wasted  both  by  war  and  famine,  have  been  unable  to  supply 
their  usual  tribute,  and  long  will  I  drink  of  poverty’s  bitter 
cup,  ere  I  bring  myself  to  wring  it  from  them  by  unworthy 
means.  My  lord,  your  claim  to  my  estates  cannot  be  de¬ 
nied  ;  but,  for  my  daughter,  her  heart  has  long  been  ano¬ 
ther’s,  nor  will  I  ever  attempt  to  force  her  inclination  ;  I 
may  be  the  victim  of  misfortune,  but  never  of  dishonour. 

Hugh.  Indeed! — Your  boasted  virtues  will  ere  long  be 
tried.  As  for  her  minion,  Ellieslaw,  he  shall  be  taken  care 
of.  Be  wise,  my  lord,  nor  plunge  yourself  in  an  abyss  so 
easily  to  be  avoided.  [ Crossing  to  l.]  Farewell ;  at  mid¬ 
night  to-morrow  I  expect  Isabel  arrayed  as  a  bride,  and 
waiting  for  me  at  your  chapel  altar,  or  my  threat  falls  with 
accumulated  vengeance  on  your  head.  [Exit,  l. 

Cla.  So,  then,  my  house  at  length  must  fall,  or  my 
daughter,  my  beautious  blooming  Isabel,  become  the  sa¬ 
crifice  to  a  lawless  ruffian.  Hard  alternative  1  which  ever 
way  I  steer,  my  happiness  is  wrecked.  But  hold  — she 
comes. 

Enter  Isabel,  l. 

Isabel,  De  Bourg  has  been  here. 

Isa.  I  know  it,  my  father  ;  know,  too,  the  purport  of  his 
fatal  errand.  E’en  now  his  daring  threats  reached  me  as 
I  passed  through  the  gallery ;  but  do  not  droop,  something 
may  yet  be  done  to  save  us  from  impending  danger.  Ellies¬ 
law  will  be  here  early  in  the  morning  ;  he  may  perhaps  de¬ 
vise  means,  or  we  can  send  for  him  this  very  night. 

Cla.  No,  my  daughter,  no  !  Ellieslaw  is  too  impetuous  ; 
he  is  already  too  much  agitated  by  the  designs  of  De  Bourg, 
with  which  I  have  made  him  well  acquainted  :  how,  then, 
will  his  high  indignant  spirit  brook  the  certain  knowledge 
of  your  being  lost  to  him  for  ever  ?  ’Twill  urge  him  on  to 
some  rash,  desperate  act.  Like  me,  he  is  the  last  of  a 
house  once  noble  as  my  own,  and  now  as  powerless. — 
Should  he  by  force  attempt  your  rescue,  himself  and  his 
few  followers  might  be  o’erpowered  by  numbers ;  and  all 


SCENE  III.]  THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOOR.  13 

that  remained  to  you  of  your  once-loved  Ellieslaw  would 
be  his  bleeding  corse  ! 

Isa.  [With  a  look  of  reflecting  horror.']  True;  and 
what  succeeds  ?  My  father  falls  a  victim  to  a  broken 
heart,  and  I  become  the  victim  to  a  lawless  ruffian  !  Ah  ! 
where  are  now  the  future  scenes  of  joy  my  buoyant  spirits 
once  so  fondly  painted  ?  Gone — gone  for  ever  !  [Greatly 
overcome.]  A  cheerless,  barren  waste  succeeds,  and  nought 
remains  but  black  despair  ! 

C/a.  My  Isabel ! 

Isa.  [Assuming  sudden  energy.]  Despair,  did  I  say  ? 
Never  ! — Rouse  thee,  Isabel ! — The  house  of  Clanronald 
was  not  born  to  despair.  [ Crossing  to  «..]  Come,  my  fa¬ 
ther  ;  something  tells  me  all  will  be  well  yet.  Remember 
the  ancient  prophecy  concerning  our  house — remember, 
and  trust  in  it.  Never  do  I  enter  our  castle  gates,  but, 
unconsciously,  I  raise  my  eyes  to  the  spot  where  it  is 
traced,  and  proudly  read, — 

u  These  towers  shall  in  triumph  rise, 

When  hostile  ramparts  ruined  lies  !” 

[Exeunt,  r. 

SCENE  III. — Mucklestone  Moor — a  rude  stone  hut  in 
the  background ,  r .—moonlight  strongly  reflected  on  the 
whole  scene. 

Music. — Enter  Elshie,  l. 

Els.  So,  once  more  I’ve  reached  my  den — my  home. 
My  home !  [Laughing  sarcastically .]  Ha !  ha !  Who 
forced  it  on  me  for  a  home  ?  A  curse — a  bitter,  biting 
curse,  pursue  them,  and  render  them  as  miserable  as  they 
have  rendered  me  1  Part  of  my  curse  may  be  even  now 
fulfilling ;  for  as  I  passed  Elliot’s  house,  I  saw  the  villain 
Grceme  lurking  near :  he  and  his  band  may  fire  the  dwel¬ 
ling,  and  drive  away  the  cattle  of  the  unsuspecting  Ilob- 
bie  ;  and,  though  I  hate  the  Grceme,  I  could  thank  him 
for  the  deed  :  it  would  be  the  means  of  wreaking  vengeance 
on  the  heads  of  some  of  that  cursed  tribe  who  have  embit¬ 
tered  all  my  days.  [Looking  off,  r.]  Ha  1  two  men  ad¬ 
vancing  this  way!  The  first  I  can  discern  is  Ellieslaw, 
the  other  Hobbie  Elliot.  Now  to  resume  myself,  and, 
with  what  seems  to  them  forebodes  of  evils,  affright  their 
sickening  fancies. 

[Music. — He  retires  up. 
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Enter  Ellieslaw  and  Hobbie  Elliot,  r. 

Hob.  Troth,  Maister  Ellieslaw,  I  ’gin  to  think  y’have 

“  IntoX  Hobbie,  I  fear  so,  too  ;  the  moon  gave 
but  an  imperfect  light  as  we  passed  the  glen.  But,  come, 

d° Hob .^H out^mon ,  stay,  and  dirma  be  £ 

I  cannot  help  thinking  but  we  may  stumble  °n  ^shie  and 
the  varry  thoughts  on’t  mak’s  me  aw  in  a  dirle  Folks 
count "  rare  and  cau’d  on  this  muir  but,  by  St.  Andrew, 

T  was  never  in  sic  a  sweat  in  aw  my  life  . 

1  Ell.  Peace,  Hobbie,  [Pointing  to  Elshie .]  some  one 

yonder  seems  watching  us.  T,  _ 

^  Hob  Eh  !  lord,  what’ll  become  on  us  ?  As  I  m  a  antu 

mon,  it’s  Elshie’ s  ain  self  !— I  ken  him  weel. 

S  TAre\I:1maPde?-Y„u™uM  nae  be  sae  daft  <  Why, 
in  fte  ketlVna™:  what  gude-U  that  do,  Maister  Elhes 
law  ?  Had  nae  you  better  try  and  creep  by  without  his 

Se&EU.  Elliot,  if  you  do  not  wish  to  be  present  at  our 
meeting,  you  can  make  the  best  of  your  way  alone  ;  but 
for  myself,  I  am  determined  to  see  and  speak  to  this  mex- 

1)ll//oA  Mak’  the  best  o’  my  way  alone  !  Nae,  thank  ye, 
Maister  Ellieslaw;  I’m  nae  sae  fond  of  finding  the  way 
alone  at  night,  sae  I’ll  e’en  ■ stay  here  alang  wi  yoursel. 

I  say,  my  laird,  I’d  gie  a  baubee  to  ken  what  Elshie  11  say 

Ell.  Silence!  [Aside.']  How  shall  I  address  lnm?  [To 
Elshie.]  Friend,  you  seem  unhappy :  is  there  aught  that  I 

can  serve  you  in  ? 

Els.  [Coming  forward.]  No  ! 

Hob.  [Aside.]  Short,  but  not  varry  sweet. 

Ell.  Believe  me,  Elshie,  ’tis  humanity  alone  dictates 
the  offer,  not  merely  idle  curiosity.  Above  prejudice,  I 
view  you  without  fear,  speak  to  you  devoid  of  dread,  and 
guided  by  no  feeling  but  compassion.  You  seem  an  iso¬ 
lated  being,  shut  out  from  society,  and  trom  the  few  and 
doubtful  joys  this  world  affords  :  if  ’tis  in  my  power  either 
to  alleviate  your  sorrows,  or  to  enlarge  your  means  ol  com¬ 
fort,  speak,  and  it  shall  be  done. 

Els  [ Aside,  gradually  relaxing  from  his  sevenly  of 
countenance.]  Worthy  Ellieslaw  1  one  heart  is  still  sus- 
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ceptible  of  pity !  But,  no  it  must  not  be.  [ Turning  to 
Ellieslaw,  and  resuming  his  severity  of  look  and  altitude .] 
Hence  !  nor  dare  again  to  interrupt  my  solitude  with  false 
professions  of  humanity  and  friendship.  Hence,  I  say  ! 

Hob.  Ay,  wi’  aw  my  heart.  [ Apart  to  Ellieslaw .]  Let’s 
gang,  sir,  and  lose  nae  time. 

Ell.  So,  then,  you  refuse  my  proffered  friendship,  El- 
shie  ? 

Els.  Friendship  1 — Begone,  nor  dare  ,to  bribe  me  with 
the  bubble  name  1  Ellieslaw,  away  !  ere  long  you  will  be 
wanted.  [To  Hobbie.  who  retreats  from  him  in  visible 
alarm.]  And  you,  you  haggard,  peasant,  drone  !  begone  ! 
be  wrretched  1  Hence,  and  seek  the  fold  you  should  have 
guarded  :  the  wolf  has  been  at  home  ;  ere  long  he  will 
have  fled  beyond  your  power  to  reach  him.  Look  to  it,  I 
say  1  be  quick,  or  all  is  lost ! 

[Music. — Exeunt  into  the  hut ,  n. 
Hob.  Why,  what  the  de’el  can  he  mean,  Maister  Ellies¬ 
law  ?  The  rogue  has  struck  me  aw  of  a  heap  !  Let’s 
awa,  mon,  as  quick  as  we  can ;  for  I  canna’  help  thinking 
but  there’s  something  wrang  at  hame. 

Ell.  If  I  stay  longer,  I  shall  be  infected  by  thy  super¬ 
stitious  fears.  What  said  the  mysterious  recluse  ?  “  El¬ 

lieslaw,  away  1  ere  long  you  will  be  wanted  !”  My  mind 
misgives  me  :  pray,  heaven,  my  Isabel  be  safe  !  Quick, 
follow  me  !  [Exit,  l. 

Hob.  Ay,  and  heaven  send  nothing  has  happened  to  my 
Grace  !  Eh  !  but  if  there  has,  I’ll  banish  aw  fear  at  aince, 
and  come  back,  and  bang  his  house  about  his  ain  ears  ;  for 
I  shall  guess  it’s  aw  that  rogue  Elshie’s  doing.  But, 
hout  awa,  mon  :  while  we  stand  talking  here,  there  s  nae 
knawing  what  may  have  happened ;  sae,  gang  your  gait. 
[Turning,  and  missing  Ellieslaw.']  Eh !  lord,  he’s  gone  1 
Stop,  mon,  stop,  and  tak’  me  Wi’  you  1  Gone,  and  left  me 
to  keep  company  wi’  Elshie !  I’ll  see  Elshie  at  the  de’el 
first  1  I’m  varry  sure  Elshie  and  I  were  never  born  for 
visiting  acquaintance.  [Calling.]  Stop,  mon  1  stop,  stop  1 

[Music. — Exit,  hastily,  l. 

SCENE  IV. — A  Kitchen  in  Hobbie  Elliot's  House — a 

table  and  lamp,  c. 

Dame  Elliot  discovered  seated  on  one  side  the  fire,  Rose 
Elliot  and  Jane  Elliot  on  the  other,  knitting 
Grace  Armstrong  seated  at  the  door  of  the  cottage, 
r.  f.,  which  is  half  open,  looking  out  with  great  anxiety. 

b  2 
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Dame.  Well,  Grace,  dost  see  nothing  of  him  yet? 

Grace.  No  ;  I’ve  looked  far  and  near,  yet  not  a  glimpse 

can  I  catch  of  him.  .  , 

Dame.  Plague  take  him,  I  say,  for  staying  so 
to  mend  the  matter,  Bruce  and  Jamie  are  not  come  back 
yet  from  looking  after  him,  though  I  charged  them  not  to 
stay,  now  we  were  alone. 

Grace.  I  wish  they  were  all  safe  at  home.  I  feel  very 
uneasy.  Heigho ! 

Dame.  Why,  what’s  the  girl  sighing  about  ?  1  U  war¬ 

rant  they’ll  be  here  soon.  Hobbie  will  be  special  hungiy 
when  he  comes  home  :  we  may  all  stand  clear  of  him,  for 
he’ll  eat  every  thing  that  comes  in  his  way.  But,  come, 
Grace,  sing  us  one  of  your  songs,  to  pass  away  time. 

SONG. — Grace  Armstrong.  [ Introduced .] 

Grace.  [ Going  to  the  door ,  and  shutting  it  pettishly.'] 
’Tis  no  use  ;  he’s  determined  not  to  come  home  to-night. 

I  believe  he  stays  on  purpose  to  vex  me. 

Dame.  Tut,  nonsense  !  Sit  down  by  the  fire,  and  make 
thyself  easy.  Ah,  girl,  I  can’t  help  laughing  to  think  how 
things  will  alter  in  time.  Just  now,  you  could  slap  his 
chops  for  staying  out :  come  to  be  married  a  few  years, 
and  you’ll  be  quarelling  with  him  for  staying  at  home. 

Grace.  Oh,  no  :  we  love  one  another  too  well  to  dis¬ 
agree  ;  and  I’m  sure  I  shall  never  quarrel  with  him  for 
that. 

Dame.  I’ll  tell  you  what,  Grace,  you  know  nothing  at 
all  about  the  matter.  Now  I  can  speak  from  experience, 
girl,  and  know  how  things  go  on  after  marriage.  First, 
you’ll  like  to  please  him,  and  then  you’ll  like  to  tease  him  ; 
at  least,  that  was  the  way  with  me  when  I  was  married. 
My  poor  John  Elliot  (heaven  rest  him  now,  for  I  certainly 
allowed  him  very  little  while  he  was  with  me)  was  as  quiet 
and  as  good  a  soul  as  ever  broke  a  bit  of  bread ;  and  I 
loved  him  dearly,  too  ;  but  I  never  liked  him  half  so  well 
as  when  I  was  kicking  up  a  dust  with  him.  He  loved 
quiet,  and. I  loved  a  noise  ;  and,  when  he  was  as  calm  as 
a  duck-poftd,  I  always  took  care  to  be  in  a  devil  of  a  bus¬ 
tle.  That  used  to  make  him  cross  ;  and  I  recollect  once, 
when  he  threw  the  loaf  at  my  head  about  some  trifling 
thing  or  other,  I  made  no  more  ado,  but  I  sent  a  bason  of 
red-hot  broth  that  I  was  supping  over  a  bran-span  new 
kelt  that  he  had  on ;  and  I  rather  think  that  he  found  it 
pretty  warm,  for  he  jumped  up  in  a  deuce  of  a  hurry,  and 
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ran  out  to  cool  himself ;  and  two  hours  after  he  came  in  as 
good  humoured  as  if  nothing  had  happened.  Now,  I  say 
that  I  was  a  good  wife  to  him  ; — these  little  pleasant 
things  kept  his  blood  and  mine,  too,  in  continual  circula¬ 
tion  ;  and  though  some  people  say,  that  if  he’d  had  a 
quiet  life,  he’d  have  lived  ten  years  longer,  yet  I  maintain 
it  was  much  better  to  pass  the  forty  years  we  were  mar¬ 
ried  in  a  pleasant  bustling  way,  than  fifty  in  a  stupid  dull 
round  of  quiet :  the  only  difference  was,  that  I  stood  it 
better  than  he  did,  that’s  all. 

Grace.  [Listening .]  Hark  1  I  thought  I  heard  a  step. 

Bruce  8f  Jamie.  [  Without ,  d.  f.]  Hollo  !  open  the 
door,  mother. 

Dame.  Here  they  come  ! 

[Grace  runs  to  the  door ,  and  opens  it. 

Enter  Bruce  Elliot  and  Jamie  Elliot,  d.  f. 

Grace.  What !  have  you  not  found  him  ? 

Bruce.  Nae  ;  we’ve  skirted  the  muir  in  every  direction, 
but  had  nae  trace  of  him. 

Dame.  Why,  the  fool  surely  won’t  think  of  crossing  it 
at  this  time  of  night  ? 

Jam.  If  he  does,  he’ll  meet  wi’  Elshie,  and  that  will 
nae  be  very  pleasant  to  Hobbie. 

Dame .  Ah,  the  great  fool,  to  think  of  stopping  till  this 
time  of  uight !  I  wish  he  was  here — I’d  box  his  ears  till 
they  tingled  again  !  Nothing  vexes  me  so  much  as  peo¬ 
ple’s  teasing  one  another.  [Turning  to  Rose  and  Jane , 
and  boxing  their  ears. ]  And  you — have  you  no  feeling, 
you  hussies  you  ?  You  see  your  brothers  have  just  come 
off  the  cold  muir,  and  yet  you  keep  sticking  yourselves  by 
the  fire,  as  if — [A  knocking  heard  at  the  door.']  Why, 
who’s  that  knocking  at  this  time  o’  night  ?  [To  Bruce  and 
Jamie.]  Why  don’t  you  open  the  door,  you  louts,  you  ? 

[They  run  and  open  the  door,  f. 

Enter  a  Stranger,  habited  as  a  Pilgrim,  in  a  long  robe ,  a 

broad  hat,  and  with  a  staff  in  his  hand — he  seems  en¬ 
feebled  by  fatigue. 

Str.  The  blessing  of  St.  Hilda  rest  upon  you,  friends  ! 
A  way-worn  pilgrim  craves  a  night’s  lodging  at  your  hands. 

Dame.  Ay,  and  shall  have  it,  too,  and  the  best  the  house 
affords ;  and  though  I  sometimes  am  a  little  cross,  yet  it 
never  was  nor  shall  be  said,  that  auld  Moggee  Elliot  de¬ 
nied  the  shelter  of  her  home  to  a  fellow-creature  that  stood 
in  need  of  it.  b  3 
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Str  Your  sentiments  do  honour  to  your  feelings,  my 
good  mother  ;  but  1  hope  my  sudden  intrusion  has  no  share 

in  the  anger  which  you  mention. 

Dame.  No,  bless  you,  no  !  I’m  only  vexed  at  my  eldest 

lad,  Hobbie,  staying  out  so  late.  .  5 

Str.  [. Eagerly.']  Ha  1— Is  Hobbie  from  home,  then  ? 

[ They  all  look  with  surprise  at  the  Stranger. 
Dame.  Eh!  why  how  came  you  to  know  my  son’s 

Ud'slr.  {Recovering  from  his  confusion.']  Why,  did— did 
you  not  mention  his  name  but  now  yourself  ? 

Dame.  Eh!  faith,  so  I  did;  but  you  made  me  stare  at 
you.  But  come,  Rose,  go  to  the  locker,  and  fetch  a  drop 
of  something  to  comfort  the  stranger;  {Exit  Rose,  u.J 
and  if  Hobbie  don’t  come  home  soon,  why,  we’ll  all  go  to 
bed  together. 


Re-enter  Rose,  r.,  with  jug,  horns,  8fc. 

Come,  let  us  sit  down  awhile;  {To  the  Stranger.]  and 
you,  sir,  shall  give  me  your  judgment  upon  my  home- 

{She  fills  the  horns— a  whistle  is  heard  without — 

they  all  rise.  . 

Str.  {While  their  hacks  are  turned.]  ’Tis  the  signal  I 

Now  for  the  sleeping  draught.  . 

{Chord. — He  takes  a  phial  from  his  bosom,  and  is  in 
the  act  of  pouring  the  liquor  out  of  it  into  the 
horns,  when  they  turn  round — Bruce  perceives  him, 
and  dashes  it  out  of  his  hand— the  action  passes 
rapidly. 

Bruce.  Ha,  stranger  !  you  are  not  what  you  seem. 

Str.  Discovered? — Well,  then,  know  me  for  what  I 
really  am.  Behold  !  your  enemy  1  the  Red  Reiver  ! 

{Music. — He  throws  of  his  disguise,  and  proves  to 
be  Willie  Grceme,  habited  as  a  Scottish  bandit 
in  rude  armour — Rose,  Jane,  and  Dame  Elliot, 
rush  up  a  flight  of  stairs  to  an  inner  chamber,  r. — 
as  Grace  attempts  to  fly,  Willie  seizes  her,  draws 
his  sword,  and  places  himself  before  her — Bruce 
and  Jamie  also  draw. 

Bruce  «Sf  Jamie.  Willie  Groeme  ! 

Wil.  Ay,  Willie  Groeme  I  come  to  return  a  few  of  the 
civilities  for  which  he  stands  indebted  to  you.  I’m  sorry 
my  friend  Hobbie  isn’t  here.  In  our  last  border  battle, 
he  struck  me  down,  and,  with  an  insolent  laugh,  passed 
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on.  Now  comes  my  turn  :  revenge  this  night  is  mine  ! — 
Grace  1  have  long  marked  as  my  own  :  she  goes  with  me, 
but  you  I’ll  leave  to  inform  Hobbie  of  her  fate. 

[Music. — They  both  attack  him — during  the  fight , 
Grace  disengages  herself  from  Willie ,  and  escapes 
up  the  staircase ,  r. —  Willie  sounds  his  whistle. 

Enter  Duncan,  Donald,  and  Oscar  Grceme,  at  the 

cottage  door ,  r.  f. 

[ They  attack  Bruce  and  Jamie — Willie  follows  Grace 
up  the  staircase — at  the  same  time ,  the  walls  of  the 
cottage  crack  with  fire ,  and,  falling,  discover  the 
farm-yard  and  outhouses  blazing — groups  of  Wil¬ 
lie's  banditti  are  seen  plundering  amid  the  fames — 
Willie  brings  Grace  senseless  across  his  arm  down 
the  stairs — Bruce  and  Jamie  are  held  at  bay  by  the 
swords  of  Duncan  and  Oscar — the  whole  forms  a 
picture,  and  the  scene  closes. 

END  OF  ACT  I. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. — A  Gothic  Picture  Gallery  in  the  Castle  of 

Clanronald. 

Isabel  discovered  kneeling  before  the  picture  of  her 

mother . 

Isa.  Spirit  of  a  sainted  mother !  oh,  look  down  upon 
thy  wretched  offspring  in  this  her  hour  of  danger  ! — Kneel 
at  that  throne  of  grace,  surrounded  by  blessed  spirits  like 
thine  own,  and  humbly  plead  my  cause  to  that  High  Power, 
who  ne’er  rejects  the  prayers  of  the  unhappy  !  [Rising.] 
To-morrow,  then,  decides  my  fate,  nor  know  I  aught  that 
can  avert  it.  My  father,  too,  upon  whose  venerable  face 
so  oft  I’ve  gazed  with  eyes  that  sparkled  with  delight, 
alas !  how  changed  1  His  care-wcrn  visage  too  truly 
speaks  the  anguish  of  his  mind.  ’Tis  too  much — I  cannot 
bear  it  1  My  dear  Ellieslaw,  too — how  will  his  manly 
heart  be  torn  when  he  is  acquainted  with  the  resolution 
of  De  Bourg  !  My  soul  sickens  at  the  thought ! 

Ellieslaw.  [Without,  l.]  Isabel — Isabel!  my  love  ! 
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Isa.  Ha  !  ’tis  E'liieslaw  himself ! 

Enter  Ellieslaw,  l. 

Ell.  Thank  heaven,  my  Isabel,  I  find  you  safe  !  My 
fears  had  half  unmanned  me  ;  but  tell  me,  Isabel,  what 
have  you  resolved  ? 

Isa.  How  mean  you,  Ellieslaw? — What  do  you  al¬ 
lude  tO  ?  „  T2  1,„ 

Ell.  Nay,  nay,  you  know  my  meaning,  lie  Hourg  ne 

has  been  here,  Isabel ;  do  not  avert  your  face.  E  en  now 
I  have  seen  your  father.  I  know  to-morrow  destines  you 
to  be  a  sacrifice  ;  but  mark  me,  Isabel :  you  are  my  exist¬ 
ence — sooner  than  resign  you,  I  would  forfeit  that  exist¬ 
ence.  I  hear  your  vows  are  to  be  pledged  to-morrow  at 
midnight,  at  the  altar  in  the  chapel ;  but,  ere  the  dreaded 
moment  arrives,  that  altar  shall  be  sprinkled  with  the 
blood  of  Ellieslaw  or  of  De  Bourg  ! 

Isa.  What  can  be  done  ?  Oh,  Ellieslaw  !  you  know  1 
love  you  dearer  than  the  vital  drop  that  flows  around  my 
heart ;  but  how  can  we  repel  the  power  of  De  Bourg  ?— 
Surrounded  by  partisans,  what  would  your  feeble  aid 
avail  ?  The  effort  would  be  vain ;  and  Isabel,  to  the 
loss  of  liberty,  would  only  have  to  add  the  loss  of  El¬ 
lieslaw. 

Ell.  And  would  you  have  me  tamely  see  the  spoiler 
come,  and  tear  the  prize  away,  without  a  single  effort  to 
redeem  it  ? — Then  creep  to  some  lone  monastery,  and  hide 
my  coward  head  in  cloistered  solitude  and  sullen  discon¬ 
tent  ?  No  !  perish  the  dishonourable  thought ! 

Isa.  No,  my  dear  Ellieslaw  ! — Were  there  the  slightest 
hope  of  success,  Isabel  would  be  the  first  to  inspire  you  to 
resist  the  bold  invader  of  our  rights  ;  but  I  fear  ’tis  useless. 
Yet,  in  the  last  trying  moment,  my  fortitude  shall  not  en¬ 
tirely  forsake  me  ;  and  the  hand  that  would  shrink  trem¬ 
bling  and  affrighted  from  the  grasp  of  a  De  Bourg,  would 
still  prove  firm  enough  to  guide  a  dagger  to  her  heart,  who 
would  sooner  die  than  basely  wrong  her  plighted  faith  to 
him  she  loves  !  [Falling  on  his  neck. 

Ell.  My  Isabel,  be  calm  :  e’en  now  I  feel  comparatively 
happy.  I  had  forgot  to  tell  you,  that  I  should  have  been 
here  much  sooner,  had  I  not  lost  my  way  upon  the  moor ; 
and  in  my  return  encountered  that  mysterious  being,  El- 
shie.  He  told  me  with  an  eager  look  to  haste  away  :  “  Ere 
long  I  should  be  wanted  1” 

Isa.  Indeed  ! — Did  Elshie  say  sp  ?  If  he  knew  this,  he 
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knows  more.  A  thought  like  lightning  darts  across  my 
brain.  [ Crossing  to  l.]  I  will  see  this  Elshie :  on  my 
knees  1  will  implore  him  to  discover  all  he  knows,  whether 
of  woes  present  or  to  come  ;  if  he  be  possessed  of  more 
than  mortal  knowledge,  I  will  implore  his  aid.  I  am  grow¬ 
ing  desperate — ’tis  my  last  resource  ;  and,  like  a  drowning 
wretch,  I  catch  at  straws  !  [Hurrying  off ,  l. 

Ell.  [Stopping  her.]  Hold,  Isabel  I  — Whither  would 
you  go,  alone  and  unprotected?  ’Tis  madness — despe¬ 
ration  ! 

Isa.  I  know  it,  and  it  suits  my  fortunes.  Unhand  me, 
Ellieslaw !  From  the  mysterious  words  that  Elshie 
dropped,  ’tis  plain  he  hnows  more,  and  I  must  know  it, 
too,  or  perish  in  the  attempt  I  The  existence  of  all  I  hold 
dear  in  life  hangs  upon  the  issue  ;  and,  when  courage  fails, 
I  have  that  within  my  breast  that  will  supply  its  place — 
despair  1  despair  1  [Rushes  off ,  l. 

Ell.  Ellieslaw,  arouse  thee  !  My  first  care  must  be  to 
follow  and  protect  her  ;  then  to  call  together  my  own  and 
the  remaining  vassals  of  Clanronald,  and  at  one  blow  crush 
the  power  of  De  Bourg,  or,  failing  in  the  attempt,  drop 
gloriously  into  a  soldier’s  grave.  [Exit,  l. 

SCENE  II. — Mucklestone  Moor — Elshie' s  hut  up  r. 

Enter  Hobbie  Elliot,  l.  u.  e. 

Hob.  Eh  1  but  I  ha’  gotten  here  at  last,  and  I’m  nigh 
fit  to  trust  mysel’  wi’  expectation.  I  will  be  satisfied. — 
That  loon,  Elshie,  to  gi’  me  warning  this  varry  night,  when 
mysel’  and  my  gude  Laird  of  Ellieslaw  saw  him,  that  the 
wolf  had  been  about  my  fold,  and  yet  nae  to  tell  me  wha 
the  wolf  was  !  for  an’  he  kenn’d  ain  thing,  and  I  kenn’d 
the  ither.  Eh  !  when  I  got  hame,  what  a  sorry  sight  met 
my  eyes  !  The  farm,  that  my  ain  Grace  has  wandered 
o’er  a  thousand  thousand  times,  blazing  just  as  ’twere  to 
gi’  light  to  the  dark  sky  that  gleamed  around ;  neither 
mither,  brothers,  nor  sisters  to  be  found,  nor  yet  my  puir 
Grace  !  Sae  now,  then,  to  ken  the  nearest  and  the  surest 
way  to  vengeance.  Here’s  Elshie’s  hame  ;  and  were  it 
built  of  aught  but  stane,  I’d  set  a  torch  to  it  that  should 
mak’  it  like  the  hame  I’ve  left.  [Calling,  and  knocking  at 
the  door  of  the  hut.]  What,  ho  !  Elshie,  come  forth,  you 
base  carl,  and  let  me  speak  a  wee  bit  wi’  you.  [A  pause.] 
Why  dinna  ye  come  forth,  you  dark-browed  southron  ?— 
[ Pause  again.]  Oh !  the  curse  o’  Cromlach  on  you ! 
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Y’are  like  a  snail,  that  when  ye  fear  aught,  you  creep  into 
your  shell.  [Pausing,  then  in  a  wheedling  tone .]  Why, 
Elshie  1  gude  Elshie  1  canny  Elshie  !  bonny  Elshie  1  I 
only  want  to  speak  a  wee  bit  wi’  you,  mon  ;  de  el  a  bit 
mair  than  to  ask  thee  why  the  auld  guse  won  ner  Bit  as 
usual,  mon.  [ A  pause,  then  blustenngly .]  hy,  Elshie, 
Elshie  !  thou  coward  loon  thou  !  come  out,  and  face  a  mon. 

Elshie.  [ Opening  the  door,  and  staring  him  full  in  the 
face  A  Ay,  a  thousand  !  Where  are  they  ?  , 

*  Hob.  Troth,  Elshie,  here’s  nae  sae  mony  as  that,  but 
here’s  ane  of  them  ;  as  for  the  rest,  I’ll  mak’  up  in  cou¬ 
rage  what  they’d  supply  in  strength.  Sae  tell  me,  with^ 
out  mair  delay,  what’s  become  of  Grace  Armstrong. 
Thou  saidst  this  night  the  wolf  was  at  the  ford  :  now  tell 
wha  the  wolf  was,  or  I’ll  mak’  thee  like 

Els.  [Advancing.-]  What  l  do  1  live,  and  hear  thee 
threat? — Thee,  base-born  kind!  to  threaten  Elshie. 

But  hence  to  empty  words  :  learn,  slave,  to  know  thy 
master  better  1 

[He  dr  arcs  a  long  dagger  from  under  Ins  vest,  grap¬ 
ples  with  Hobbie,  and,  after  a  struggle ,  over¬ 
throws  him. 

Wretch  1  yield  thy  life,  or  ask  it  1  ,  _  _ 

Hob  Ask  it!— I’ll  see  thee  d— d  first,  though  thou 
be’st  a  de’ell  for  nae  mon  could  ha’  overcome  Hobbie 
Elliot  sae  in  half  a  minute. 

Ell.  Thy  valour  saves  thy  life. — Away  !  [Hobbie  crosses 
him]  Yet  stay:  haste  to  the  ancient  Tower  of  Shoma, 
the  retreat  of  thy  inveterate  foe,  the  Groeme.  Grace 
Armstrong  is  there.  No  more  :  I’ve  given  thee  the  clue  ; 

Hob.  Oh,  bless  thee,  Elshie  !  Did’st  say  the  Groeme 
had  her  ?  Varry  weel,  varry  weel !  Eh  !  but  Willie  pays 
for  this!  —  The  claymore  that  aince  struck  him  to  the 
ground  shall  now  cleave  him  to  the  chine.  Oh,  bless 
thee  !  When  next  we  meet,  the  gratitude  of  Hobbie  shall 
repay  the  mercy  of  Elshie  1  _  [Exit,  l.  u.  e. 

Els.  Gratitude  ! — Does  such  a  feeling  still  exist  .  1  es, 

yes  it  does,  warm— warm  and  glowing  in  this  poor  pea¬ 
sant’s  heart!  But  what  have  1  to  do  with  gratitude  ?— 
’Twas  the  hasty  ebullition  of  a  moment,  and  will  be  as 

hastily  forgotten ! 

[Retires  up,  and  throws  himself  on  a  rude  bench ,  c. 
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Mus-ic. — Enter  Isabel,  wildly ,  l.,  and  throivs  herself  at 

his  feet. 

Isa.  Save  me — save  me,  Elshie  !  save  me  1 

Els.  [ Starting.']  Ha  !  ’tis  Isabel  1  Isabel,  what  brings 
you  here  ? 

Isa.  [ Hurriedly .]  You  know  me  !  Now — now  I  am 
confirmed !  Elshie,  not  many  hours  since  you  bade  El- 
lieslaw  hasten  home,  for  there  was  danger.  If  you  knew 
this,  you  know  more.  Oh,  save  me  !  In  pity  to  a  dis¬ 
tracted,  desperate  wretch,  on  whose  welfare  the  being  of  a 
dear  father  hangs — on  whose  happiness  a  fond  lover  but 
exists,  oh !  tell  me — tell  me,  is  there  no  way  to  avert  the 
cruel  fate  that  menaces  our  house  ?  The  tyrant  threatens 
that  to-morrow  gives  me  to  his  arms,  or  sees  us  beggars  in 
that  land  that  gave  us  birth.  To  you,  then,  I  come,  as 
the  last  hope  of  a  despairing  wretch.  I  know  not  why  I 
think  so,  yet  still  I  cherish  the  thought  that  your  unknown 
power  may  avert  our  fate.  Save  us,  then,  Elshie  :  in 
prostrate  agony  I  implore  it !  Save  us,  and  I  will  wor — 
woi’ — worship  you  !  [Falling  senseless  at  his  feet. 

Els.  And  can  I  refuse  thee,  Isabel  ?  Yet  how  to  save 
her?  Yes,  there  is  a  way.  Let  me  then  banish  those 
baneful  passions  which  so  long  have  held  me  from  man¬ 
kind.  [ Raises  her  in  his  arms,  and  gazes  on  her.]  Oh  ! 
God  of  Mercy  ! — Image  of  thy  mother  ! — How  strong  is 
recollection  !  I  cannot  bear  the  sight.  Isabel !  Isabel  I 
awake,  I  say  1 

Isa.  Who  was  it  called  ?  [ Turning  to  him.}  Ah  !  now  I 
remember  all.  [Slowly  dropping  on  her  knees  before  him.} 
Will  you — will  you,  Elshie  ? 

Els.  One  word,  and  make  me  certain  of  what  as  yet  I 
but  suspect.  Who  is  it  threatens  you  with  this  sudden 
danger  ? 

Isa.  De  Bourg. 

Els.  De  Bourg  1  Heaven’s  own  lightning  strike  him  to 
the  core  !  But  tell  me  how  ?  when  ?  where  ? 

Isa.  Briefly  thu3 :  for  claims  we  cannot  yet  satisfy,  he 
demands  my  hand  as  a  redemption.  Before  to-morrow’s 
midnight  bell  shall  toll,  if  we  fail,  our  castle  and  heredi¬ 
tary  domains  will  be  the  sacrifice ;  and,  as  an  additional 
proof  of  the  usurper’s  power,  the  very  spot,  which  for  ge¬ 
nerations  has  been  hallowed  by  the  monuments  of  my  brave 
ancestors,  is  chosen  for  the  last  of  her  race  to  render  up 
her  rights. 
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Els  Indeed !  ’Tis  true,  I  saw  him  come  this  morn, 
wittf  clouded  brow,  directly  from  your  castle  gates,  and 
therefore  gave  to  Ellieslaw  a  hasty  summons  to  he  near  to 
"™nted;  knew,  too,  he  was  a  vUlarn ;  bu  Mtle  did 
I  think  that  he  had  dared  to  threaten  thus.  But,  no  .  t  e 
hauehtv  spoiler  shall  find  that  I  have  yet  the  power  to 
Se  both  him,  aye,  and  you  and  yours,  feel  I  [Turning  to 
her  with  a  look  of  triumph. ]  1  will  have  a  noble  tevenge^ 
no  more  of  self,  but  sacrifice  10  others  ;  and  they  that  did 
me  wrong  shall  kneel  and  bless  me  !  [Retiring ,  and  pluck¬ 
ing  a  rose  f  rom  a  cluster  of  flowers  near  his  hut,  R.]  Isa¬ 
bel  take  this,  [Giving  her  the  rose,  which  she  places  in 
her  bosom.]  and,  in  the  hour  of  peril,  but  breath  on  it, 
and  pronounee  my  name,  and  I  swear  ^ave^thee^  ^ 

Isa.  r Dropping  on  her  knees  in  prayer.]  Bounteous 
Heaven  1  I  said  it !— Thou  ne’er  rejects  the  prayers  ot  the 
unhappy.  Something  mysterious  hangs  o’er  my  tate, 
[Rising.]  but  that  fate  thou  rulest,  and  twould  be  im¬ 
pious  to  disobey  !  [  xi  ,  l.  u. 

SCENE  III. — A  Gothic  Chamber  in  the  Castle  of  Be 

Ttnura. 


Enter  Hugh  de  Bourg ,  followed  by  Clanronald,  r. 

Cla.  Once  more,  my  lord,  let  me  implore  you  to  listen 
to  a  broken-hearted  father’s  prayer ;  sacrifice  not  my 
Isabel ;  give  me  but  time,  and  I  will  redeem  all.  Isabel 
never  can  be  your’s;  her  heart  already  is  another’s.  Be 
more  a  man.  If  virtue’s  dictates  cannot  be  obeyed,  call 
pride  to  your  assistance;  reject  the  unwilling  hand,  and 
generously  resign  the  maid  to  him  she  loves. 

Hugh.  Dotard  1  was  it  for  this  you  came  to  tell  me  I 
was  hated  ?  Perchance  you  thought  it  was  the  way  to  melt 
my  firm  resolves.  You  are  mistaken,  it  but  adds  fuel  to 
the  flame.  To-morrow,  I  have  sworn,  sees  Isabel  mine ; 
and  for  Ellieslaw,  I  shall  dispose  of  him  hereafter. 

Cla.  Meet  him  not,  De  Bourg ;  already  is  he  stung  to 
madness.  When  next  you  see  him,  ’twill  be  a  fatal  mo¬ 
ment  to  you.  Heaven  fights  on  his  side  :  he  beai  s  within 
his  breast  an  upright  heart,  burning  with  an  holy  flame  for 
one  who  loves  him  in  return  ;  whilst  thou,  weighed  down  by 
conscious  guilt  of  wrong  to  him  and  his  affianced  Isabel, 
shall  sink  beneath  his  arm,  nor  dare  arraign  the  justice  of 
thy  fate. 
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Hugh.  Be  that  hazard  mine ;  suffice  it,  my  resolves  are 
made,  nor  should  all  the  powers  of  earth  united  wrest  the 
devoted  Isabel  from  my  grasp. 

Cla.  Unfeeling  man  1  All  hopes  of  rescue  seem  lost  to 
ns  below ;  but  there  is  a  Power  above  that  will  avenge  us. 
A  et  think  me  not  devoid  of  resolution  :  I  have  heard  your 
resolves,  now,  then,  attend  to  mine.  Seize  on  my  lands, 
my  castle,  and  my  dear  hereditary  rights  ;  this  you  can  do, 
and  still  I’ll  not  repine  ;  but  for  my  Isabel,  she  is  a  fond 
father’s  sole  remaining  hope,  and  rather  than  disgrace  her 
by  an  union  with  thee,  like  a  second  Virginius  will  I  sa¬ 
crifice  her  on  the  very  spot ;  then,  mingling  my  blood  with 
her’s,  we  will  descend  together  to  the  grave,  a  lasting  me¬ 
morial  to  future  ages,  that  when  we  could  no  longer  live 
free,  we  had  the  resolution  to  nobly  die  ! 

Hugh.  Be  it  so.  Ere  long,  I  shall  find  means  to  lower 
this  lofty  strain.  "Were  there  one  spark  of  frail  humanity 
still  lurking  in  my  bosom,  this  threatening  tone  would  ba¬ 
nish  it.  But  I  disdain  reply.  Safe  in  my  power,  words 
would  be  poorly  wasted  ;  and,  secure  of  my  prize,  I  leave 
you  to  meditate  on  any  means  by  which  you  may  escape. 

Cla.  Insolent  boaster !  Fearest  thou  not  the  avenging 
arm  of  Heaven  should  o’ertake  thee  for  the  deed  thou  art 
about  to  perpetrate  ? 

Hugh.  No ;  my  soul  cannot  be  shaken  by  these  idle 
tales.  But,  away !  I  have  no  time  to  parley.  Isabel  is 
mine  ;  and  he  must  have  a  giant  arm  indeed  that  now  can 
wrest  her  from  me.  Hence  to  that  abode  that  till  to-mor¬ 
row  night  is  thine  !  Willingly  would  I  have  been  your  son 
by  choice ;  but,  since  you  will  have  wealth  and  honour 
forced  upon  you,  be  it  so ;  and,  henceforth,  be  dependant 
on  my  will. 

Cla.  It  is  well ;  triumph  now,  ’twill  be  but  short.  Vile 
coward  !  thus  to  insult  the  white  hairs  of  an  afflicted  father  I 
Oh  !  that  this  withered  arm  were  once  again  permitted  to 
renew  its  vigour,  how  would  thy  distard  soul  shrink  trem¬ 
bling ’neath  my  hand !  But  I  leave  thee,  [Crossing  to  r.] 
leave  thee  a  prey  to  feelings  keener  far  than  mine.  My 
pillow  will  be  sweetened  by  the  recollection,  that  I  never 
yet  abused  my  power  by  oppressing  the  unhappy  ;  thine  will 
be  embittered  by  the  gnawing  thought,  that  thou  hast 
driven  forth  me  and  my  offspring  two  wandering  beggars 
through  the  world  ;  for,  mark  me,  De  Bourg,  by  yon  high 
Heaven  I  swear,  thine  she  shall  never  be !  [Exit,  r. 

Hugh.  What !  am  I  braved — braved  by  a  beggar  ?  From 
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this  time  forth  vengeance  shall  possess  me  all.  To-morrow 

—at  midnight - First  to  collect  my  clan  around  me— 

’Twould  be  as  well  to  call  in  the  assistance  of  the  Groeme 
and  his  band  :  then  to  the  altar — make  her  mine  ;  and,  for 
Ellieslaw,  that  minion  who  so  long  has  braved  me,  he  shall 
shortly  feel  the  full  weight  of  all  my  power.  [Exit,  l. 

SCENE  IV.  —  A  Dungeon  in  the  Tower  of  Shoma — a 
rude  stone  arched  gallery  running  across  the  back  from 
r.  to  l. — underneath  it  is  a  grated  door ,  c. — the  only 
entrance  is  along  the  arched  gallery  and  through  the 
grated  door ,  c. 

Music. — Grace  Armstrong,  seated  on  a  rude  stone  seat, 
with  her  hair  dishevelled — Willie  Groeme  seated  on 
the  other  side,  with  a  table,  jug ,  bottles,  horns,  fyc.  be¬ 
fore  him — a  Child  laying  on  the  floor,  watching  them , 
discovered. 

Wil.  [Drinking.]  Now,  then,  for  awhile  I’ll  leave  you, 
merely  to  see  all  fast ;  then  I’ll  return,  and  watch  you  for 
the  night ;  to-morrow  sees  you  mine.  I  could  indeed  have 
made  it  earlier,  but  my  triumph  is  not  yet  complete :  I 
mean  Robbie  Elliot  to  witness  it;  and  as  I  knew  that  you 
would  wish  to  see  each  other,  I’ve  ordered  it  so,  that  you 
may  stand  a  chance  of  seeing  him  here. 

Grace.  Here  !  Is  he,  too,  to  become  your  victim  ? 

Wil.  Ay,  faith  !  my  brothers  ere  this  have  him  in  their 
power,  and  I’ve  ordered  him  to  be  brought  here,  that  he 

might  be  a  witness  of - 

Grace.  Of  what  ? 

Wil.  My  triumph  !  I  have  long  sworn  to  be  revenged 
on  Hobbie,  and  at  last  the  time  is  come.  Girl !  the  sun 
that  next  shall  rise  on  this  tower  shall  set  on  Elliot’s  grave  ! 

Grace.  Oh!  spare  him,  Groeme  !  Whate’er  becomes  of 
me,  deal  not  so  hard  with  him.  What  has  he  done  ? — 
Bravely  defending  his  home,  his  rights,  and  all  that  he  held 
dear — was  that  a  crime  ?  He  has  met  you  in  border  fight, 
and  bravely  arm  to  arm  o’ercome  you  ;  and  would  have  done 
so  again,  but,  like  a  base  unmanly  ruffian,  you  chose  to 
steal  disguised  upon  his  little  fold.  Had  he  been  there, 
Willie,  you  dare  as  well  have  hung  yourself,  as  crossed  the 
threshold  of  his  door. 

Wil.  ’Tis  false !  Oft  have  I  met  and  matched  him  in 
the  fight.  I  wish  he  was  here  now. 

Grace.  [Ironically .1  What,  in  chains  ? 
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W7?’/.  No,  free  as  air;  again,  I’d  dare  him  to  the  fight. 

G)  ace.  Dare  !  He  would  not  need  it.  But  if,  indeed, 
you  think  so,  prove  it  by  instantly  releasing  me,  and  meet¬ 
ing  him.  I'll  freely  stake  my  liberty  upon  the  issue  of 
the  fight. 

W  il.  Hum  ! — No,  girl,  you’re  mine  already. 

Grace.  Thine  !  Coward,  I  ever  hated,  but  now  I  de¬ 
spise  you ! 

Wil.  And  soon  shall  dread  me  !  [A  horn  is  heard  with¬ 
out.]  Hark  !  they  come.  Do  not  droop  ;  ere  long  I’ll 
return  to  cheer  you.  {Exit  through  the  grated  door,  c. 

Grace.  Alas !  what  will  become  of  me  ?  Had  Hobbie 
remained  free,  I  could  have  endured  my  own  fate  without 
repining  but  he  within  the  power  of  Groeme,  no  hope 
remains  but  shame  or  death.  "Who  —  who  now  will 
save  me  ? 

Child.  {Rising  up,  and  approaching  her  in  an  energetic 
manner.]  I  will ! 

Grace.  You,  my  good  child !  Alas  !  what  will  your 
help  avail  ? 

Child.  A  great  deal ;  only  be  quiet,  and  you  shall  soon 
be  out  of  this  place. 

Grace.  Indeed  ! 

Child.  \  es  :  I  said  directly  I  saw  father  bring  you  here 
that  you  shouldn’t  stay  long. 

Grace.  And  what,  my  sweet  boy,  could  have  made  you 
so  warmly  interest  yourself  in  a  stranger’s  cause  ? 

Child.  ’Cause  father’s  doing  wrong — I  know  he  is.  I 
was  sure  you  wasn’t  wrong,  ’cause,  when  you  come,  you 
cried  so  ;  now,  father  never  cries. 

Grace.  Ay,  but  you  should  scarcely  dare  to  think  a  pa¬ 
rent  does  wrong. 

Child.  Ay,  but  father  is - I’ve  not  lived  eight  years 

with  him  without  seeing  plenty  of  this  work.  My  poor 
mother  was  brought  here,  as  she  has  often  told  me,  in  the 
very  same  way  as  you  may  be  now. 

Grace.  Your  mother  ! — Where  is  she  ? 

Child.  Dead,  lady,  dead — almost  six  months  back.  I 
wish  I  had  died,  too.  Oh  !  she  was  a  kind  mother  ;  and, 
when  father  has  beat  me,  then  she  was  kinder  still.  She’d 
take  me  in  her  arms  and  kiss  me,  call  me  her  dear  boy, 
and  then  I  was  so  happy,  that  I  used  to  think  I  shouldn’t 
have  cared  for  another  beating,  to  be  so  kissed  and  loved 
again. 

Grace.  Oh,  what  must  you  have  felt  at  losing  such  a 
mother  ?  c  2 
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Child.  Ay,  indeed,  indeed,  I  thought  that  I  should  ne¬ 
ver  have  left  off  crying ;  and  ever  since  I’ve  had  such  a 
weight  just  here  1  [ Laying  his  hand  on  his  heart .]  Ah  1 
never  shall  I  forget  the  time  she  died  !  We  were  all  alone, 
and  she  bade  me  kneel  to  her,  as  I  do  now  to  you.— 
r  Kneeling  before  Grace ,  who  bends  over  him,  and  becomes 
strongly  affected .]  And  she  raised  herself,  and  leaned  over 
me.  [Looking  up.]  Ay,  lady,  just  as  you  do  now;  and, 
laying  her  hands  upon  my  forehead,  and  kissing  me,  saiti, 

“  Heaven  bless  you,  my  poor  boy,  and  send  a  mother  to 
supply  my  place !” 

Grace.  [Placing  her  hands  upon  his  forehead,  and  kiss¬ 
ing  him.]  And  Heaven  will  1— I  will  do  my  endeavours  to 
be  that  mother.  But  where  did  your  poor  mother  die  ? 

Child.  [Rising,  and  running  to  the  rude  stone  couch 
where  Grace  had  been  seated.]  Here,  lady,  here  ! 

Grace.  There  !  —  Poor  wretch  1  some  victim  of  the 
Groemes  !  I  sicken  at  the  thought  1  Hark  1  I  hear  foot¬ 
steps.  .  , 

Child.  Never  mind,  only  sit  quiet,  as  you  did  before.— 
Father  will  be  drinking  soon,  as  he  does  every  night,  and 
then  it  won’t  be  long  before  he  goes  to  sleep  ;  and  I  know 
a  way  at  the  back  of  the  cavern  that  leads  through  the 
rocks  at  the  foot  of  the  tower.  I  used,  before  poor  mo¬ 
ther  died,  to  steal  out  there,  and  have  an  hour’s  play, 
without  father’s  knowing  it.  [Changing  to  a  mournful 
tone.]  I  have  never  been  since,  but  I  know  the  way. — 
Hush  1  he’s  here. 

[The  Child  lays  down  again,  and  Grace  resumes  her 
seat,  looking  anxiously  towards  the  entrance. 

Re-enter  Willie  Grieme,  with  Oscar,  Donald,  and 
Duncan  Grceme,  through  the  grated  door,  c. 


Wil.  Laggards  1  had  you  but  used  the  least  exertion,  by 
this  time  the  prey  would  have  been  in  our  hands ;  and 
now  you  have  suffered  him  to  escape.  But  I  am  well 
served  for  trusting  you. 

Osc.  You’re  ever  discontented  :  why,  if  you  thought 
you  could  not  trust  us,  did  you  not  head  the  pursuit  your¬ 
self?  ’Twou’d  better  have  become  you,  than  wasting 
your  time  with  a  love-sick  girl. 

Wil.  That’s  my  business  ;  and  see  you  don’t  interfere — 
it  may  not  be  so  well.  Now  to  rest,  and  wait  my  bidding 
early  in  the  morning.  v 

Osc.  Your  bidding ! — Yes,  since  De  Bourg  has  placed 
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Adding!116  h6ad  °f  °Ur  band’  h6ar  0f  nothinS  your 

ll\  Ay’  and  see  y°u  perform  it  quicker  than  you’ve 
of  tird1ness.°r  PUmshment  wil1  folIow  liard  upon  the  heeh 

lie  Pumsbment !— You  dare  not  so  disgrace  me,  Wil- 

rnL f  t haS  made  y0U  CaPtain  of  our  band,  but  still  I 

count  myself  your  equal.  I  am  your  brother ;  we  are 

both  rogues  by  nature,  with  this  difference,  that  you’re  a 
calculating  one  ;  can  be  smooth,  rough,  hot,  coldjall  in  a 
moment ;  this  minute  an  angel,  the  next  a  devil,  just  as  it 
suits  your  own  convenience.  Now,  I’m  a  downright  ruf- 

tell  von°  TTCTy  “  me  ’  and  this  it  is  that  makes  me 
tell  jou,  I  laugh  both  at  you  and  your  threats  of  punish¬ 
ment  Punishment,  indeed  !  ’Twou’d  be  much  safer  for 
you  to  no  by  me  as  you’ve  done  by  many  before  me— use 
your  dagger  when  I’m  sleeping,  or  mix  my  liquor  with 
something  too  potent  for  my  constitution. 

Wil.  What  mean  you  ? 

Remember  your  wife  ? 

[Starting  with  great  internal  agitation .]  My 


Ay  ;  don’t  I  speak  plain  ?  Your  wife — that  child’s 


Osc. 

Wil 
wife  ? 

Osc. 
mother. 

Wit.  [Drawing  his  sword ,  and  rushing  on  Oscar  who 
stands  in  his  defence. ~\  Villain  !  how  got  you  that  ? 

[Music. —Duncan  and  Donald  rush  between  them.. 

Dun.  Come,  come,  no  more  of  this  quarrelling  •  and 
about  what  ? — Nothing.  6  ’ 

Don.  Y es  ;  and  that’s  as  foolish  a  thing  to  quarrel  about 
as  any  thing  I  know.  What  the  devil  does  it  matter  whe- 
ther  Duncan,  or  Willie,  or  Oscar,  or  myself,  is  captain  of 
the  band  ..  As  long  as  it’s  one  of  us,  I’m  content:  only 
don  t  let  it  go  out  of  the  family.  I’m  not  jealous,  you 
Y'lUie  gamed  his  preferment  by  being  the  biggest 
tmef  of  the  whole  gang  ;  and  I  feel  happy  in  this  alliance  • 
proud  to  say  I’m  his  brother;  and,  no  doubt,  in  course  of 
time,  practice  and  industry  will  make  me  as  great  a  thief 
as  himself.  I’ll  promise  you  it  sha’n’t  be  for  want  of  ex¬ 
ertion  on  my  part ;  and  I  dare  say,  in  the  end,  I  shall  be 
raised  to  as  elevated  a  situation  as  himself. 

Dun.  Yes,  I’ve  no  doubt  but  your  end  will  be  an  ele¬ 
vated  one — the  gallows,  for  instance. 

Don.  The  gallows  !— Pleasant  reflection  :  how  often  I’ve 
thought  of  it !  I  think  I  see  myself  dangling  now  !  En- 
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.iabie  situation.  with  contempt  upon  the 

whole  world '.—Delightful  ’  ,  they’re  ill-timed. 

s.  t  S’S  r  & 

the  host  iohe,  I 

should,  like  to  know  ?  #  _  * 

Osc.  Peace,  fool  1  you’re  too  jocuar  ™  ’  jocular  for 

Don.  Oh,  that’s  as  much  as  to  say,  I  m ■  1  .f  l  had 

a  thief.  Ah  1  that’s  because  “P*  without  ever  being 
been  a  rich  one,  I  might  ^  border  thieves 

calied  to  account  fo.  ;_^h  {,ordet  lords,  I  mean,  who 

here — 1  beg  tneir  puiuui  _  mMI1  every  day  some- 

thieve — no,  no,  borrow  or  »  bi  h’  they  can  devilish 

ytwng.  «  ™  “ 

woX  «;  while  to  «*.»««  tt"‘l  wanS 
mC’l°U  apoot  thief,  in  was  to  do 

™rf,areaShatddewated  situation  which  my  brother  Dun- 

1  remaia  here 

>-e  i-Ah, -Pro-t  ^omthat^oun, 

H-sTverynecLary  precaution:  her 

very  terrific;  Willie  hadn’t  deter- 

soul  of  us  1  _ 

mi.  Silence,  fooli-Begoue^or ^  iagg^ 

Don.  Don’t  trouble  yourself  ;  I  understand  perfectly 

the  ‘"[feel?' ‘Donald,  Duncan,  and  Oscar,  through  the 

\Mufif—wihie  sits  down  at  the  table,  unbuckles  his 
1  Zrd,  which  he  lays  upon  it  then  dr -m.  a  large 
key  from  his  belt,  rises,  and  locks  the  grated  door, 
and  returns  the  key  into  his  ^^tsdown^again, 
and  drinks— Grace  carefully  observes  his  actions. 
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✓ 

Wil.  Well,  for  this  time,  through  the  negligence  of 
those  I  sent  after  him,  Hobbie  has  escaped  me ;  but  with 
to-morrow’s  dawn  I’ll  after  him  myself.  Meantime,  Grace 
Armstrong,  you  will  remain  here,  till  I  bring  him  to  bear 
you  company. 

Grace.  That,  I  trust,  will  never  be. 

Wil.  Humph  ! — That  remains  to  be  proved.  [ Offering 
her  a  cup,  ivhich  she  refuses .]  No  ! — Well,  as  you  please. 

[Music. — Willie  continues  drinking — he  becomes  gra¬ 
dually  overpowered  by  sleep — Grace  and  the  Child 
have  cautiously  advanced  a  step  towards  him,  when 
Oscar’s  voice  is  heard  from  the  arched  gallery. 

Osc.  [ Calling .]  Willie  !  Willie  1 

[ Grace  and  the  Child  immediately  resume  their  si¬ 
tuations — at  the  same  moment,  Oscar  appears  in 
the  arched  gallery. 

Wil.  [ Starting  up.']  How  now  I  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Osc.  Unbar  the  door,  and  quickly :  I’ve  a  letter  here 
addressed  to  you. 

[Music. — He  descends — Willie  unlocks  the  grated 
door,  c. — Oscar  enters ,  and  gives  him  a  letter. 

Wil.  Whence  comes  it  ? 

Osc.  I  know  not.  When  I  left  here,  I  went  to  see  the 
outer  gate  secure ;  just  at  the  moment,  a  horseman 
reached  it,  and  demanded  to  be  admitted,  as  he  had  a  let¬ 
ter  of  consequence  for  you.  I  told  him  ’twas  against  or¬ 
ders  to  admit  any  one  into  the  tower  after  dark  ;  but  if  he 
would  give  it  me,  it  should  reach  you  direct.  He  did  so  ; 
and,  clapping  spurs  to  his  horse,  was  out  of  sight  in  a 
moment. 

Wil.  [ Opening  the  letter,  and  reading.]  “  To  the 
Graeme, — Matters  of  great  import  are  in  hand:  as  you 
value  my  favour,  fail  not,  by  the  hour  of  ten  to-morrow 
night,  to  be  in  waiting  with  your  band,  well  armed,  be¬ 
neath  the  southern  tower  of  the  Castle  of  Clanronald. — I 
will  be  there  myself  to  meet  you. — Fail  not. — Hugh  de 
Bourg.”  So  ! — What  game’s  a  foot  now? 

Osc.  No  matter,  so  long  as  it  secures  us  plunder. 

Wil.  Come,  then,  your  hand  ;  I  own  I  was  too  hot  just 
now.  We’ll  have  a  horn  together,  and  thus  drown  all  our 
anger. 

Osc.  Ay ;  and,  after  that,  I’ll  lay  me  down  here,  and 
rest  till  morning. 

Wil.  Do  so. 
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[Music. — They  drinJc — Oscar  lays  himself  doivn ,  r. 
—  Willie  seats  himself  as  before,  and  they  gra¬ 
dually  fall  asleep — Grace  and  the  Child  rise,  and, 
coming  down  to  the  front,  kneel,  and  seem  to  im¬ 
plore  the  protection  of  Heaven — she  motions  the 
Child  to  take  the  sword  from  the  table,  and  hide  it 
behind  the  stone  couch — she  cautiously  draws  the 
key  from  Willie's  belt,  which  she  gives  to  the  Child, 
who  unlocks  the  graced  door — then  drawing  the 
pistols  from  his  belt,  softly  retires,  and  has  just 
reached  the  doorway,  when  the  tower  bell  tolls  one 
Willie  starts  up,  and,  viewing  the  scene  passing  be¬ 
fore  him,  exclaims,  “Oscar,  seize  that  imp!” — 
Oscar  runs  from  right  hand  to  seize  the  Child — 
Willie  from  left  hand  to  seize  Grace,  ivho  is  in  the 
centre  at  the  doorway — the  Child  clings  to  her  for 
protection — as  they  advance,  she  presents  a  pistol 
at  each — a  pause. 

Grace.  Advance  not ! — Woman  as  I  am,  here  solemnly 
do  I  swear,  attempt  to  harm  this  child,  or  to  impede  me, 
and  that  moment  is  your  last ! 

Wil.  Hell  and  furies !  baffled  by  a  girl  ?  Oscar,  seize 
you  the  boy — I’ll  secure  her. 

[Music. — Oscar  jrresses  forward,  and  seizes  the  Child 
— Grace  fires — Oscar  reels,  and  falls  into  Willie's 
arms  —  Grace  snatches  the  Child,  and  escapes 
through  the  grated  door,  which  she  locks  upon 
Willie,  who,  encumbered  with  the  corpse  of  Oscar, 
and  deprived  of  all  power  of  pursuit,  gazes  with 
astonishment  on  her  and  the  Child,  who  cross  the 
gallery  as  the  scene  closes. 

END  OF  ACT  II. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. — A  Gothic  Hall  in  the  Castle  of  Be  Bourg. 

Music.  —  Enter  Hugh  de  Bourg,  folloived  by  an 
Attendant,  r. 

Hugh.  A  stranger,  say’st.  thou,  inquiring  for  me  ? 

Ait.  Yes,  my  lord:  by  his  habit,  I  should  judge  him 
from  the  neighbouring  monastery.  He  demands  an  in- 
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slant  audience,  and  refuses  to  deliver  his  message  to  any 

save  yourself. 

Hugh.  Demands  !  the  insolent ! — Quick,  send  him  hi¬ 
ther  on  the  instant.  [ Exit  Attendant ,  l.]  A  friar  from  St. 
Cuthbert’s  come  to  visit  me,  and,  with  a  tone  so  haughty 
and  imperious,  .demands  to  see  me — me,  that  for  years 
have  scorned  their  menaces,  laughed  at  their  threats,  and 
set  the  priesthood  at  defiance !  Yet  what  should  agitate 
me  thus  ?  Why  should  I  dread  the  interview  ?  All  the 
actions  of  my  life,  save  one,  although  the  woi'ld  may  call 
them  violent — unjust,  have  still  been  open  to  their  view  ; 
and  for  that  one  guilty  deed,  ’tis  safely  buried  here : 
[ Touching  his  bosom.']  none  know  it  save  my  accomplice 
the  Groeme,  and  him  I  hold  secure ; — his  interest,  and  his 
partnership  in  the  crime,  precludes  all  fear  of  him.  Ha  I 
the  friar ! 

Enter  a  Friar,  l. — he  stands  in  a  fixed  attitude  opposite 

De  Bourg ,  with  his  cowl  drawn  closely  over  his  face. 

Now,  friar,  sends  your  abbot  a  message  to  me  ? 

Fri.  No,  De  Bourg  ;  but  if  thy  haughty  nature  can 
vouchsafe  the  name  of  friend  to  one  who  is  a  stranger, 
then  yield  it  me  ;  for,  by  the  majesty  of  Heaven  I  swear  I 
none  but  the  purest  motives  brought  me  hither.  In  what 
I  am  about  to  say,  I  am  guided  by  no  interest,  swayed  by 
no  mercenary  motives,  and  directed  only  by  the  dictates 
of  a  self- approving  conscience,  which  bids  me  make  this 
effort  to  recall  you  back  to  virtue. 

Hugh.  Amazement ! — What  mean  you  ? 

Fri.  Hear  me  for  a  moment.  When  first  you  took  pos¬ 
session  of  this,  your  hereditary  domain,  you  sought  the 
friendship  of  Clanronald,  and  was  greeted  by  him  with  a 
welcome  which  merited  a  far  different  return.  When  op¬ 
pressed  by  bordering  foes,  he  sued  to  you  as  to  a  friend — 
a  bosom  friend,  to  whom  he  had  unlocked  his  greateat 
griefs,  for  succour  and  protection.  Little  could  the  old 
man  think  yours  was  the  arm  which  gradually  crushed 
him ;  and  that  the  rude  and  hardy  band  of  robbers,  which 
nightly  threatened  his  native  towers  with  destruction, 
could  be  in  the  pay  of  Be  Bourg;  but  still  less  could  he 
suppose,  that  when  his  brave  and  only  son  rushed  forth  to 
drive  these  rude  despoilers  from  his  father’s  gates,  at¬ 
tended  by  his  own  few  followers  and  a  chosen  band  of  your 
soldiers,  whom  you  may  lemember  in  the  battle’s  heat  de¬ 
serted  him,  that  on  that  very  day  he  was  destined  to  fall 
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by  the  hand  of  De  Bourg,  and  would  have  done  so, 
but - - 

Hugh.  Hold  ! — Where  gain’st  thou  this  ? 

Fri.  But  that  Heaven,  in  its  mercy,  ordained  that  thy 
already  stained  and  guilty  soul  should  not  be  weighed 
down  by  an  added  crime  ;  for,  though  the  youth  fell  in  the 
fatal  strife,  yet  fell  he  not  by  thee.  Thou  rnay’st  remem¬ 
ber,  that  in  the  battle’s  heat,  Clanronald’s  son  had  fallen 
to  the  earth,  fast  bleeding  with  his  wounds,  and  thou,  like 
a  demon  rose  from  hell,  had  reached  the  spot,  panting  for 
possession  of  the  wide  domain  to  which  the  youth  was 
heir,  and  still  a  richer  prize,  the  lovely  Isabel,  his  sister. 
Your  arm  was  already  raised  to  execute  its  bloody  pur¬ 
pose,  when  a  soldier,  clad  in  rude  unpolished  armour,  re¬ 
ceived  the  meditated  blow  upon  his  shield,  and  with  his 
battle-axe  struck  thee  to  the  earth. 

Hugh.  I  recollect.  Dost  know  who  was  my  conqueror  ? 

Fri.  ’Twas  I ! 

Hugh.  Mysterious  being  ! — And  who  art  thou  ? 

Fri.  [ Throwing  off  his  cowl  and  goivn.~\  Behold !  the 
Elshie ! 

Hugh.  [Starting .]  And  what  thy  purpose  here  ? 

Els.  To  prevent  the  grey  hairs  of  Clanronal  from  sinking 
with  sorrow  to  the  grave ;  to  preserve  Isabel  from  dis¬ 
traction,  and  you  from  the  accumulating  horrors  of  a 
guilty  concience.  This,  De  Bourg,  and  this  alone,  is  the 
motive  which  brings  me  hither.  Oppress  not  an  aged 
father  and  a  helpless  daughter  ;  resume  thyself.  I  lay  aside 
the  claims  of  justice ;  I  sue  for  mercy ;  1  appeal  to  your 
compassion  ;  be  generous  ;  reinstate  them  in  their  rights  ; 
so  shall  Clanronald  bless  thee  as  he  sinks  into  the  grave, 
and  this  one  glorious  act  shall  atone  for  and  obliterate  the 
sense  of  crimes  long  past ! 

Hugh.  Insolent !  I  know  not  what  you  would  allude  to  ; 
but  be  it  what  it  may,  no  whining  fool  shall  preach  me  from 
my  purpose  ;  my  resolve  is.  made,  and  to-morrow  night 
shall  make  her  mine. 

Els.  Enough  ;  I  leave  you  to  your  fate  :  but  remember, 
the  moment  in  which  you  violate  the  dearest  ties  of  hu¬ 
man  nature,  by  rudely  bursting  asunder  the  bonds  which 
connect  a  parent  to  his  offspring,  that  moment  makes  me 
your  deadly  and  implacable  foe.  You  know  not  half  my 
power:  already  the  sword  of  retribution  hangs  doubtfully 
suspended  o’er  your  head ;  pursue  this  purpose,  and  it  falls 
upon  you. 
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nriSw ondriJ°U!d’st  th0U  awe  me  with  thy  pretended 
temnf  fn  S  if  fu  to  my  clemency,  or  rather  my  con- 

freePanH  ^  ^  1  Suffer  thec  now  to  depart 

ec  and  unmolested ;  but  of  this  be  certain,  Elshie,  when 

chaneTTr?  beU  sha11  toi1’  befoi'e  tbe  altar  in  the 

tZl:Lo!“  r ide.ther  by  entreaty  “  by  *>"*-  shal1 

thcTC6*  At  midmght’  then>  to-morrow,  I  will  meet  thee 

Hugh.  Indeed!  I  doubt  it  much :  be  assured,  ’twill  be 
so  well  surrounded  by  my  clan,  that  none  can  pass  without 
my  knowledge.  I  fear  not  thy  boasted  power  :  here,  take 
ly  ling,  tis  a  token  all  my  followers  will  obey  ;  pass  freely, 
and  be  a  witness  of  my  nuptials  with  the  blooming  Isabel. 

™  V*?1  !  1  need  !t  not-  Wert  thou  embowelled  in  the 
centre  of  the  earth,  I’d  find  thee,  lay  bare  thy  guilt,  un- 
ask  thee  to  the  world,  and  render  thee  an  outcast  to  man- 

;n;  •  ,,  f  "0UrfJ  to-morrow,  when  the  midnight  bell 
shad  toll,  before  the  altar  in  the  chapel  of  Clanronald,  be 
it  tny  diead  to  know  that  I  will  meet  Ihee  there ! 

tt  ,  ,,r,  ,  ,  .  [Munic. — Exit,  l. 

What  can  this  mysterious  being  mean  ?  Why 
did  I  suffer  him  to  depart  ?  Yet  what  need  I  fear  ?  His 
threats  are  vain.  None  but  the  Grceme  are  privy  to  a 
deed  long  past;  and,  for  tire  present  act,  love  bids  me  on, 
tate  ordains  it,  and  all  who  dare  oppose  my  will  shall  an- 

swer  for  it.  v  \/r„  ■  „ 

L Music. — Exit,  r. 

SCENE  II.— The  Ruins  of  Robbie  Elliot's  Farm. 

Enter  Robbie  Elliot  and  Grace  Armstrong,  l. 

Hob  W eel,  my  ain  Grace,  this  is  mair  than  I  expected ; 
faith,  thou  rt  a  bra  lass  to  gi’  ’em  the  slip  sae. 

Grace.  Yet,  believe  me,  Hobbie,  I  regret  the  fate  of  the 
poor  wretch  who  fell  by  my  hand ;  but  there  was  no  other 
way  of  escape. 

Hob.  Hout,  girl,  wdiy  gi’  a  thought  about  the  loon  • 
he  s  gone,  and  the  de’el  gang  wi’  him,  I  care  nae  muckle 
which.  It’s  true,  I’d  rather  he’d  a’  fell  by  my  hand  for 
bye  1  owe  him  a  bit  of  a  grudge  for  the  share  he  had  i’ 
this  business.  [ Pointing  to  the  ruined  farm-house  A  But 
however,  we’ll  e’en  put  up  wi’  things  as  they  are,  as  long 
as  that  chiel  Wil he’s  left  for  me  to  deal  wi’  I’m  content 
By  St.  Andiew,  lass,  we  ha’  gotten  a  rare  long  reckoning1: 
limiting  my  auld  mither,  my  brothers,  and  sisters,  i’  the 
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middle  of  the  night  fra’  the  farm  ;  and  then  running  awa’ 
wi’  you,  weighs  mair  wi’  me  than  aw’  the  rest. 

Grace.  Well,  Hobbie,  when  you  meet,  I  do  not  fear 

the  contest.  . 

Hob.  Not  fear  it ! — Humph  ! — No,  I  should  think  not, 

indeed. — Fear  it,  eh  ? — Fear  Hobbie  wi’  the  Groeme  !— 
What  do  you  mean  ?  Why,  I’ve  half  killed  him  a  dozen 
times  already  ;  but,  however,  I'll  finish  him  out  right  next 
time  I  see  him. 

Grace.  Why,  Hobbie,  you  grow  warm  about  nothing. 
I’m  afraid,  when  we’re  married,  you’ll  turn  out  but  a  re¬ 
fractory  sort  of  a  husband. 

Hob.  Warm ! — No,  bless  you,  lass,  I’m  quite  cool— 
quite  ;  only,  certainly,  when  you  begin  to  talk  about  Wil¬ 
lie  Groeme,  I  do  grow  a  little  warm  ;  and,  talk  of  being 
afraid  of  him,  I  do  get  a  little — no,  not  a  little,  but  in 
short,  I  get  d — d  hot — I  canna  help  it ;  and  if  he  were 
but  here  now — [A  distant  horn  heard.']  Eh  !  by  St.  An¬ 
drew,  but  that’s  his  horn  !  Now,  then,  my  canny  wee  bit 
o’  cauld  iron,  [Drawing. ]  come  out,  and  mind  how  thou 
behaves  thysel’  :  clear  off  all  auld  scores  wi’  W  illie,  and 
then,  lad,  by  way  o’  reward,  thou  shall  cast  up  the  ac¬ 
counts  of  a  few  of  his  acquaintances.  I  was  getting  a  lit¬ 
tle  warm  a  while  ago,  but  you  see,  Grace,  I’m  cool — quite 
cool  now.  Eh,  d — me!  but  Willie  pays  for  this  !  [Going,  l. 

Grace.  [Looking  off ,  r.]  Yet  stay — who  comes  here  ? 
The  Laird  of  Ellieslaw  ;  and,  by  his  haste,  some  news. 

Enter  Ellieslaw,  r. 

Ell.  Hobbie,  well  met:  I  come  to  ask  your  assistance. 

Hob.  And  you  shall  ha’  it,  my  laird  ;  only,  first,  I  must 
settle  a  wee  bit  o’  business  with  the  Groeme  o’  my  ain, 
who  canna  be  far  off ;  for  I  just  now  heard  the  wind  o’  his 
horn. 

Ell.  Stay,  Hobbie :  by  opposing  your  single  arm  to  his 
whole  band,  you  would  but  madly  rush  upon  destruction. 
Only  accompany  me,  and  I  will  afford  you  a  glorious  op 
portunity  of  revenge.  Listen  :  through  the  means  of  a 
servant  of  He  Bourg’s,  whom  I  have  found  means  to  win 
over  to  my  interest,  I  have  learned  that  Willie  Groeme  is 
at  this  moment  on  his  march  to  join  the  vassals  of  his 
master.  At  sunset,  with  the  tyrant  at  their  head,  they 
march  to  the  Castle  of  Clanronald,  and,  by  taking  posses¬ 
sion  of  every  avenue,  shut  out  all  hopes  of  Isabel’s  esca¬ 
ping  her  impending  fate.  But  that  shall  not  be  :  one  last 
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one  desperate  effort  must  be  made  to  save  her.  On  you  / 
assistance,  Hobbie,  I  rely.  I  have  collected  all  that  re¬ 
mains  of  my  once-powerful  clan,  and  in  the  neighbouring 
wood  they  lie  concealed,  resolved  to  conquer  or  to  perish. 
Do  you,  Hobbie,  instantly  collect  your  bravest  friends,  and 
join  my  people ;  then  attack  De  Bourg  upon  his  march, 
and  end  all  my  hopes  and  fears  at  once. 

Hob.  Wi’  aw  my  heart.  Now,  Willie,  we  shall  soon 

meet,  and  then - But  what  the  de’el  shall  I  d.n  wi’  my 

puir  Grace  ? 

Grace.  Oh,  heed  not  me :  go,  Hobbie,  and  my  prayers 
go  with  you  to  the  fight  1 

Ell.  Leave  this  to  me.  I  have  a  commission  for  you, 
Grace,  and  one  which  I  know  you  will  gladly  execute.— 
Haste  to  the  castle,  and  tell  the  Lady  Isabel  to  be  of  good 
cheer  ;  for,  ere  midnight  comes,  I  will  free  her  from  bon¬ 
dage,  or  perish  in  the  attempt. 

Grace.  I  will,  my  lord,  and  endeavour  to  give  her  that 
comfort  which,  heaven  knows,  I  need  myself.  [ Crossing 
to  r.]  Hobbie,  farewell :  perhaps  this  is  the  last  time  that 
ever  we  may  meet ;  if  so,  Heaven’s  will  be  done  !  My 
heart  may  break ;  but  let  not  the  thoughts  of  that  unman 
thee.  Battle  on  the  side  of  justice — restore  your  chief — re¬ 
deem  the  Lady  Isabel — and,  on  your  return,  the  hand  and 
heart  of  Grace  Armstrong  is  yours.  Farewell,  and  heaven 
be  with  you  I 

[Music. — She  embraces  Hobbie ,  and,  unable  longer  to 
conceal  her  feelings,  rushes  off,  r. — Hobbie  gazes 
after  her,  strongly  affected. 

Ell.  [Slapping  him  on  the  shoulder.']  Hobbie,  what  art 
thinking  of? 

Hob.  Eh  !  thinking  of  ?  Nothing ;  I  wasn’t  thinking 
at  aw,  my  laird.  Oh  !  thinking  of !  Why,  I  certainly 
was  thinking  what  a  hard  case  it  was,  that  a  man  should 
lose  sic  a  bra’  lass*  through  the  clatter  o’  two  sic  rascals 
as  the  Groeme  and  his  master.  Eh  1  but  Willie  pays  for 
this. 

Ell.  True  ;  and  let  that  thought  arouse  you  to  exertion 
and  revenge.  Instantly  wind  your  horn  among  the  moun¬ 
tains,  and  collect  your  friends  ;  I  will  do  the  same,  and 
within  an  hour  at  farthest  meet  me  with  all  the  force 
you  can  muster.  Quick,  my  faithful  friend ;  hence,  and 
give  the  signal.  [Exit,  l. 

Hob.  Gi’  the  signal ! — I’ll  gi’  sic  a  blast  as  shall  mak’ 
fcie  auld  mountains  ring  again.  Warm  wark  this :  first, 
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the  farm  on  fire ;  then  I  lose  Grace ;  then  I  ha’  gotten 

her  ao-ain  ;  then - Eh  I  but  Willie  pays  for  this  ! 

[Exit,  R.  u.  E. 


SCENE  III.— A  Wood. 

Enter  Ellieslaw,  l. 

Ell.  Now,  then,  to  collect  my  followers.  From  this 
spot  the  echo  of  my  horn  will  reverberate  through  every 
crag  and  cliff,  and  rouse  each  warrior’s  heart  to  glory  and 
revenge  I  [JHe  blows  his  \om. 

Music. — Enter  Elshie,  hastily ,  and  a  numerous  train  of 

followers,  r. 

Els.  Now,  Ellieslaw,  what  deed  demands  so  loud  a  signal  ? 

Ell.  You  here,  Elshie?— Why  do  you  ask? — What 
boots  it  you  to  know  ? 

Els.  More,  perhaps,  than  you  can  guess.  Look  on  me 
as  a  friend,  who  asks  your  confidence,  and,  that  obtained, 
would  aid  you  in  your  purpose. 

Ell.  Well,  strangers  as  we  are,  you  still  shall  know  the 
reasons  which  urge  me  to  this  enterprise.  Know,  that 
Clanronald  and  his  lovely  daughter,  e’en  at  this  moment — 

Els.  Their  story  is  already  known  to  me  ;  all  that  I 
wish  to  learn  is,  your  present  intention. 

Ell.  To  collect  my  followers,  attack  De  Bourg  and  his 
clan  ere  they  can  reach  the  castle,  and,  by  his  death, 
snatch  Isabel  from  the  tyrant’s  grasp,  or  perish. 

Els.  The  attempt  is  hazardous,  assisted  as  he  is  by  th» 
Groeme.  I  have  a  surer  way.  Promise  to  be  guided  b-< 
me,  and  in  return  I  pledge  myself  to  ensure  you  success. 

Ell.  Thou  art  a  strange  mysterious  being  ;  yet,  sure, 
that  open  look — that  manly,  penetrating  eye,  can  ne’er  b« 
linked  to  a  deceitful  heart.  Thou  must  be  worse  than  a 
devil,  if  thou  could’st  at  once  deceive  a  doting  father,  an 
afflicted  daughter,  and  a  distracted  lover.  But,  no  ;  at 
once  I’ll  trust  thee.  I  promise  1 

Els.  Your  confidence  is  not  misplaced.  Instantly  lead 
your  followers  to  the  cliffs  beneath  the  Castle  of  Clanro¬ 
nald  ;  and  soon  as  the  evening  sun  shall  tip  the  western 
towers  with  gold,  ascend  the  crags  above :  in  the  midway 
height  thou  wilt  observe,  overgrown  with  furze,  some  trees 
decayed  by  time,  and  serving  only  for  the  callow  eagle’s 
nest.  [ Crossing  to  l.j  Thou  slialtfind  me  there  :  I  will  in¬ 
troduce  thee  and  thy  followers,  by  a  subterraneous  pass. 
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into  the  castle ;  there  will  I  tell  thee  more.  No  thanks— 
time  is  precious  ;  farewell,  and  heaven  prosper  thee  ! 

[Music. — Exeunt ,  Elshie  l.,  the  others,  r. 

SCENE  IV.  A.  Gothic  Chapel,  highly  illuminated — a 
range  of  sculptured  monuments  on  each  side,  with  stone 
figures^  in  armour ,  some  leaning,  others  recumbent — a 
rich  Gothic  open  screen  across  the  middle  from  r.  to  l. 
behind  it,  a  superbly  carved  and  gilded  altar . 

The  Abbots  and  Monks  of  St.  Cuthbert  arranged  on  each 
side  of  the  altar — the  armed  retainers  of  De  Bourg, 
under  Duncan  and  Donald  Grceme,  range  r.  and  l. 
before  the  screen — Hugh  De  Bourg,  in  a  musing  atti¬ 
tude,  near  the  front,  r.}  and  Willie  Grceme,  r.  c., 
discovered — a  loud  peal  of  an  organ  is  heard  as  the 
scene  opens. 

Hugh.  No  longer  will  I  delay ;  this  hour  gives  the  haughty 
Isabel  to  my  arms.  Groeme,  haste  to  the  baron  and  his 
daughter;  tell  them  I  wait  their  presence.  [Exit  Willie 
Grceme ,  r.]  If  she  still  prove  perverse,  I  must  try  harsher 
measures.  The  imprisonment  of  her  father  might,  per¬ 
haps,  work  upon  her  firm  resolves.  This  castle  and  domains 
must  still  be  mine  ;  the  daring,  haughty  Ellieslaw  be  pu¬ 
nished,  and  she  herself  be  taught  to  love  me. 

Music. — Re-enter  W illie  Grceme,  r.,  followed  by  Clan- 
ronald,  Isabel,  and  Grace  Armstrong. 

Now,  lady,  can  you  longer  resist  my  ardent  love  ?  I  am 
engaged  to  far  to  recede,  and  mine  you  must  be  either  by 
force  or  gentler  means.  The  choice  remains  with  you. 

Isa.  De  Bourg,  you  already  know  my  firm  resolve.— 
Force  may  drag  me  an  unwilling  victim  to  the  aitar,  but 
never  shall  Isabel  pronounce  a  vow  her  heart  revolts  at,  nor 
link  herself  to  one  who  would  basely  usurp  the  honours  of 
her  house.  My  lord,  my  lord,  we  are  unfortunate,  ’tis 
true ;  true  we  have  lost  all  save  our  integrity ;  that,  not 
even  your  daring  insolence  of  power  can  rob  us  of ;  and  be 
assured  that  I,  the  last  of  a  noble  race,  will  not  be  the 
first  to  sacrifice  so  bright  a  gem. 

Cla.  My  brave  heroic  Isabel ! 

Hugh.  Enough.  Commence  the  rites — drag  her  to  the 
altar ! 

Cla.  Hold,  De  Bourg !  If  not  for  honour,  for  mercy’s 
sake,  for  your  own  peace  of  mind— by  all  your  hopes  of 
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happiness,  here  and  hereafter,  I  conjure  you  proceed  no 
further.  Behold,  and  pity  the  sufferings  of  one  whose  age 
and  miseries  have  nearly  bowed  him  to  the  grave.  My 
lands,  my  honours,  and  all  that  remain  to  me,  I  freely  give 
to  save  my  Isabel ;  but  pity — pity — and  spare  her  ! 

Hugh.  No  more  1  I  am  not  to  be  talked  from  my  pur- 
pose.  Hear  me,  Clanronald  :  were  I  sure  that,  at  the  con¬ 
summation  of  this  deed,  her  fair  form  would  wither,  like 
the  blighted  rose  now  drooping  on  her  bosom,  yet  should 
the  deed  be  done. 

Isa.  [Starting,  and  taking  the  rose  from  her  bosom.} 
Ha !  faint  hope,  and  yet  it  shall  be  tried. 

Hugh.  Slaves !  why  am  I  not  obeyed  ?  Drag  her  to 
the  altar. 

Isa.  Hold  1  one  moment.  [ Looking  upon  the  rose ,  and 
pronouncing  in  a  loud  voice.}  Elshie  ! 

Music. — The  centre  panel  of  the  altar  slides  back ,  and 
discovers  Elshie  standing  in  the  aperture. — A  general 
expression  of  surprise — in  Isabel  it  is  blended  with  ex¬ 
ultation,  in  Be  Bourg  with  dread. 

Els.  Who  calls  on  Elshie  ? 

Isa.  Elshie — thy  promise - 

Els.  Shall  be  performed,  and  thou  be  rescued.  [Ad¬ 
vancing.}  I  told  you,  Sir  Knight,  I  needed  no  assistance 
of  yours  to  gain  admission  here  ? 

Hugh.  Amazement  I  How  gained  you  entrance  ? 

Els.  No  matter  ;  part  of  my  prophetic  words  to  thee  are 
accomplished  :  I  am  here. 

Hugh.  And  what  thy  purpose  ? 

Els.  To  resist  oppression,  and  unmask  a  villain. 

Hugh.  Riddler ! — Thou  com’st  an  enemy  to  me. 

Els.  I  said  not  so,  De  Bourg.  Conscience  has  made 
you  quick  of  apprehension. 

Hugh.  Cease  this  trifling ;  I  waste  but  time.  I  neither 
know  nor  care  how  or  on  what  errand  you  gained  admission 
here  :  my  purpose  is  fixed.  Come,  lady,  to  the  altar. 

Els.  [Approaching  Isabel.}  Hold,  Isabel,  nor  dare  to 
place  thy  hand  within  a  murderer’s  I 
Isa.  Ha  !  a  murderer  1 

Hugh.  Villain  1  darest  thou  accuse  me  of  such  a  crime  ? 
Els.  Aye,  thee,  wretch,  I  accuse  of  the  damning  crime 
of  murder — of  fratricide!  [Be  Bourg  and  Willie  Grceme 
exchange  looks.}  E’en  now,  the  flush  of  guilt  condemns 
thee.  I  accuse  thee,  five-and-twenty  years  foregone,  of 
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the  attempted  murder  of  thy  brother,  Malcolm  De  Bourg, 
near  to  this  very  spot :  while  journeying  homewards  from 
the  Holy  Land  to  take  possession  of  his  rights,  thou,  and  thy 
accomplice  there,  basely  attacked  the  unsuspecting  victim, 
and,  weltering  in  his  blood,  consigned  the  body  to  a  neigh¬ 
bouring  stream ;  but  heaven  watched  over  him  in  his  hour 
of  peril.  Thrown  on  the  shore,  and  life  not  quite  extinct,  a 
peasant  bore  him  to  his  hut,  tended  his  wounds,  and  slowly 
he  recovered :  then  would  he  have  claimed  his  rights,  but 
pride  forbade  him  ;  for  he  could  not  have  done  it  without 
staining  his  brother  with  infamy,  and  blotting  to  posterity 
a  long  line  of  ancestry  yet  unpolluted  with  crime. 

Hugh.  Liar  I  slave  1  ’ tis  false  ! — Produce  your  proof. 

Els.  [  Throwing  off  his  disguise ,  and  appearing  in  a  su¬ 
perb  suit  of  armour .]  Behold  thy  brother!  [De  Bourg 
starts  with  horror. ]  Thy  brother,  risen  to  blast  thee  with 
his  presence  !  Villain  !  thou  hast  brought  this  moment  on 
thyself:  still  might  you  have  enjoyed  uninterrupted  the 
fruits  of  your  ambition,  had  you  not  consummated  your 
crimes  by  injuring  an  already  broken-hearted  father,  and 
endeavouring  to  crush  the  innocence  of  woman  1 

Hugh.  I  own  the  deed  ;  yet  I  am  not  so  lost — so  half  a 
villain,  as  to  forego  the  fruits  of  the  attempt.  Fool !  thou 
art  yet  in  my  power,  thanks  to  thy  own  imprudence ;  and 
now  revenge  is  doubly  mine.  Slaves  !  instantly  seize  him  1 

[ The  Grcemes  advance. 

Sir M.  [Drawing  his  sword.']  Villains!  advance  ano¬ 
ther  step,  and  I  cleave  ye  to  the  earth ! 

[De  Bourg  motions  to  the  Grcemes— they  retire  up 
and  confer. 

Sir  M.  [  Turning  to  Clanronald.']  What !  dares  not 
Clanronald  look  upon  the  man  whom  once  he  called  his 
dearest  friend  ?  Oh,  thou,  too,  hast  injured  me  where  I 
was  most  vulnerable.  When,  on  my  departure  from  the 
Holy  Land,  I  sent  a  trusty  knight  to  tell  thee  to  prepare 
the  mother  of  thy  Isabel  for  our  coming  nuptials,  little  did 
I  think  that  thou — thou,  my  bosom  friend,  would  play  the 
traitor,  report  my  death  to  her,  and,  by  that  means,  basely 
to  supplant  me !  I  learned  the  story  on  my  recovery ; 
learned,  too,  that  thou  hadst  married  my  blooming  Ma¬ 
tilda.  Disgusted  with  my  brother’s  base  attempt  and  thy 
treachery,  I  retired  from  the  world,  became  Elshie,  and 
panted  for  revenge.  Yesterday,  thy  Isabel,  the  daughter 
of  the  man  who  had  most  injured  me,  implored  me  for  suc¬ 
cour:  I  gazed  upon  her— I  listened  to  her  story — her 
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voice  vibrated  on  my  heart — every  feature  reminded  me  of 
my  once-loved  Matilda ;  my  brain  throbbed  with  agony ; 
the  day  of  retribution  dawned — revenge  e’en  now  is  mine ! 
[Clanronald  kneels  and  supplicates.']  a  glorious,  sweet  re¬ 
venge  !  to  raise  from  the  dust  a  fallen  and  repentant  friend 
— to  restore  his  child  and  him  to  fortune,  life,  and  ho¬ 
nour  1  [Raises  Clanronald,  and  gives  Isabel  to  his  arms — 
then  turns  to  De  Bourg ,  who  comes  forward.]  Thou,  lost 
of  Heaven  1  thy  doom  is  fixed  1 

[Music. — Sir  Malcolm  winds  his  horn . 

"Enter  Ellieslaw,  Hobbie,  Bruce,  and  Jamie  Elliot, 
with  a  band  of  armed  followers,  from  the  aperture  in. 
the  altar,  c.,  and  rush  forward  hastily. 

[Ellieslaw  attacks  and  kills  De  Bourg — Hobbie  El¬ 
liot  attacks  Willie  Grceme,  and  a  desperate  strug¬ 
gle  ensues — Bruce  and  Jamie  Elliot  single  out 
Duncan  and  Donald  Grceme — Sir  Malcolm  pro¬ 
tects  Isabel,  Clanronald,  and  Grace  Armstrong. 

;  Hob.  [Plunging  his  sword  into  the  breast  of  Willie 
Graeme.]  Eh  I  but  Willie’s  paid  for  aw  1 

[De  Bourg' s  partisans  are  defeated ,  and  the  curtain 
falls . 


.DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 


Guards. 

Warriors.  Warriors. 

Monks.  Monks. 

Ladies.  Ladies. 

Body  o/Wil.  Body  of  De  Bourg.  Hobbie. 
Sir  Mai  i  Isabel.  :  Ellieslaw.  Grace  Arm. 

'  R-1  [l. 


THE  END. 


Lifrt  of  Cumberland*'.  British  Theatre,  continued. 


22fi  How  to  grow  Rich 

227  Fortune’s  Frolic 

228  The  Haunted  Tower 

VOL.  XXXI. 

229  Killing  no  Murder 

230  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pringle 

231  The  Antiquary 

232  Agreeable  Surprise 

233  The  Son-in-Law 

234  Open  House 

235  Falls  of  Clyde 

236  1,  2,  3,  4,  5,  by  Adver¬ 
tisement  [try 

237  Peepin  gTom  ofCoven- 

VOL.  XXXII. 

238  Castle  of  Andalusia 

239  One  o’Clock 

240  Juiian 

241  Comus 

242  Fontainbleau 

243  The  English  Fleet 

244  Widow,  or  Who  Wins  ? 

245  The  Camp 

246  Personation 

VOL.  XXXIII. 

247  Maid  or  Wife 

248  Castle  of  Sorrento 

249  Faustus 

250  All  at  Coventry 

251  Tom  and  Jerry 

252  Robert  the  Devil 

253  Lestocq 

254  Cataract  of  the  Ganges 

255  The  Old  Regimentals 

VOL.  XXXIV. 

256  Presumptive  Evidence 

257  Wild  Oats 

258  Hit  or  Miss 

259  Ambition 

260  Jew  ana  the  Doctor 

261  Knights  of  the  Cross 

262  Is  he  Jealous? 

263  Hundred  Pound  Note 

264  Rugantino 

265  The  Steward 

VOL.  XXXV. 

266  Zarah 

267  The  Miser 

268  The  Iron  Chest 

269  The  Romp 
2/0  Mountaineers 
2/ 1  The  Lottery  Ticket 

272  Nettlewig  Hall 

273  Quite  at  Home 

274  Make  your  Wills 

275  My  Husband’s  Ghost 

VOL.  XXXVI. 

276  A  Bold  Stroke 
Husband 


279  Aladdin 

280  Blue  Beard 

281  John  Bull 

282  The  Invinciblea  > 

283  Malvina 

284  The  Review 

285  Rob  Roy 

vol.  xxxvir. 

286  The  Mendicant 

287  Poor  Gentleman 

288  The  Quaker 

289  Jack  Brag 

290  My  Daughter,  Sir! 

291  The  Young  Quaker 

292  Battle  of  Hexham 

293  Exchange  no  Robbery 

294  St.David’sDay  [smiths 

295  Love  Laughs  at  Lock- 

VOL.  XXXVIII. 

296  Heir  at  Law  « 

297  Netley  Abbey 
2.98  Raymond  and  Agnes 

299  Foscari 

300  Management  7 

301  Venoni 

3(12  Three  and  the  Deuce 

303  Past  Ten  o’Clock 

304  The  Jew 

305  The  Devil  to  Pay 

VOL.  XXXIX. 

306  Blue  Devils 

307  The  Dramatist 

308  Youth,  Love,  and  Folly 

309  The  Hunter  of  the  Alps 

310  Adelgitha 

311  Kenilworth 

312  Sprigs  of  Laurel 

313  For  England,  ho  ! 

3)4  False  Alarms 

315  The  Wedding  Day 
VOL.  XL. 

316  The  Surrender  of  Calais 

317  Therese 

318  Foundlingof  the  Forest 

319  Love’s  Labour’s  Lost 

320  How  to  Die  for  Love 

321  The  Delinquent 

32 2  The  Invisible  Girl 

323  The  Peasant  Boy 

324  Catch  Him  who  Can 

325  Love 

VOL.  XLI. 

326  The  Love- Chase 
.327  The  Young  Hussar 

328  The  Secret 

329  1  he  First  Floor 
for  a, 330  The  Broken  Sword 

1 331  The  Travellers 


334  My  Spouse  and  I 

335  Chrononhotonthologoa 

VOL.  XLII. 

336  The  Hunchback 

337  Court  and  City 

338  Free  and  Easy 

339  Cobbler  of  Preston 

340  Five  Miles  Off 

341  The  Devil’s  Bridge 

342  Uncle  Rip 

343  Love’s  Sacrifice 
844  Attic  Story 

345  The  Mogul  Taft 

VOL.  XLIIJ, 

346  The  Postilion  •£ 

347  The  Africans 

348  Of  Age  To-Morrmy 

349  Bombastes  Furio6o 

350  Love  Makes  a  Maps 

351  Guy  Mannering 

352  Amoroso,  King  of  LhHa 
Britain 

353  Bertram 

354  The  Curfew 

355  Simpson  and  Ct& 

VOL.  XLIV. 

356  His  First  Champagne 

357  Anthony  and  Cleopatrt 
858  Affair  of  Honour 

359  The  Provost  of  Bruges^ 
by  G.  W.  Lovell 

360  A  Roland  for  an  Oliver 

361  Three  Weeksafter  Mar¬ 
riage  [Leman  Reus 

362  The  Queen’s  Bench  by 

363  Damon  and  Pythias, 
Banirn  and  Shiel 

364  A  Clear  Case,  by  Gtl 
bei  t  a  Becket 


Continued  the  lit  oj  each  Month, 

Davidson's 
Dramatic  Operas , 

6d.  each,  as  adapted  for  the 
English  Stage ;  Is.  each, 
with  the  Italian  on  facing 
pages,  - ,  - 


« arcr  p,ree™ood  s 


1  Robert  le  Diabie 

2  Haydfie,  or  the  Secret 

3  DaughteroftheBegiment 

4  Marriage  of  Figaro 
6  La  Sonnambula 

6  The  Maid  and  Magpie 

7  Acis  and  Galatea 

8  Der  Freyschutz, as  played 
at  Drury  Lane 

Continued  the  lit  <J  tact  MantA^ 


l.ist  of  Cumberland’s  Minor  Theatre- 
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35 
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39 

40 

41 

42 

43 

44 

45 


The  Pilot 

Heart  of  Mid-Lothian 
The  Inchcape  Bell 
The  Mason  of  Buda 
The  Scapegrace 
Suil  Dhuv,  the  Coiner 
The  Earthquake 
“  My  Old  Woman” 
Massaniello 

VOL.  II. 

Don  Giovanni 
Paul  Jones 
Luke  the  Labourer 
Crazy  Jane 

The  Flying  Dutchman 
“  Yes  ill  ” 

The  Forest  Oracle 
Ivanhoe 

The  Floating  Beacon 
VOL.  III. 

Sylvanna 
Tom  Bowling 
Innkeeper  of  Abbeville 
The  Lady  of  the  Lake 
Billy  Taylor 
The  Two  Gregories 
The  Wandering  Boys 
Paris  and  London 
A  Day  after  the  Fair 
VOL.  IV. 
Humphrey  Clinker 
Mischief  Making 
Joan  of  Arc 
The  Ruffian  B&y 
The  Fortunes  of  Nigel 
The  Wreck 
Everybody’s  Husband 
Banks  of  the  Hudson 
Guy  Faux 

VOL.  V. 

The  Devil’s  Ducat 
Mazeppa 

Mutiny  at  the  Nore 
Pedlar’s  Acre 
“  No !!!” 

Peveril  of  the  Peak 
Thalaba 
Waverly 

Winning  a  Husband 
VOL.  VI. 

46  Hofer,  the  Tell  of  the 

47  Paul  Clifford  [Tyrol 

48  Damon  and  Pythias 

49  The  Three  Hunchbacks 
30  Tower  of  Nesie 

51  Sworn  at  Highgate 

52  Mary  Glastonbury 

53  The  Red  Rover 

64  The  Golden  Farmer 


66 

67 

68 


VOL.  VII. 

55  Grace  Huntley 

56  “The  Sea!” 

57  Clerk  of  Clerkenwell 

58  Hutofthe  Red  Mountain 

59  John  Street,  Adelphi 

60  Lear  of  Private  Life 

61  John  Overy 

62  The  Spare  Bed 

63  Smuggler’s  Daughter 

VOL.  VIII. 

64  The  Cedar  Chest 

65  Wardock  Kenniison 
The  Shadow 
Ambrose  Gwinett 
Gilderoy 

63  The  Fate  of  Galas 

70  The  Young  Reefer 

71  Revolt  of  theWorkhouse 

72  Man  and  the  Marquis 

VOL.  IX. 

73  Gipsey  Jack 

74  Lurline 

75  The  Fire  Raiser 

76  The  Golden  Calf 

77  Man-Fred 

78  Charcoal  Burner 

79  “MyPoll  and  my  Partner 

80  The  Sixes  [Joe” 

81  Good-Looking  Fellow 

82  Wizard  of  the  Moor 
VOL  X. 

83  Roof  Scrambler 

84  Diamond  Arrow 

85  Robber  of  the  Rhine 

86  Eugene  Aram 

87  Eddystone  Elf 

88  My  Wife’s  Husband 

89  Married  Bachelor 
y0  Shakspeare’s  Festival 
yi  Van  Dieman’s  Land 
92  Le  Pauvre  Jacques 

VOL.  XI. 

93  Rochester 

94  The  Ocean  of  Life 

95  An  Uncle  too  Many 

96  The  Wild  Man 

97  Rover’s  Bride 

98  Beggar  of  Cripplegate 

99  Paul  the  Poacher 

100  Thomas  a  Beeket 

101  Pestilence  of  Marseilles 

102  UnfortunateMissBailey 
VOL.  XII. 

103  Humpbacked  Lover 

104  Bound  ’Prentice  to  a 
Waterman 

105  March  of  Intellect 

106  Joconde 

107  The  Kop.uba  [dusa 

108  Shipwreck  of  the  Me- 


109 


112 


120 

121 

122 


Chain  of  Guilt 

1 10  Ion 

1 1 1  Mistletoe  Bough 
Mv  Friend  Thompson 

VOL.  XIII. 

]  13  Battle  of  Sedgemoor 

114  The  Larboard  Fin 

115  Frederick  the  Great 

116  The  Turned  Head 

117  Wapping  Old  Stairs 

1  IS  Man  with  the  carpet  bag 
119  Hercules 

Female  Massaroni 
Reform 

Fatal  Snow  Storm 
VOL.  XIV. 

123  Venus  in  Arms 

124  Earl  of  Poverty 

125  Siamese  Twin# 

126  Austerlitz 

127  Payable  at  Sight 

128  The  Bull- Fighter 

129  Rich  Man  or  Frankfort 

130  Richard  Plantageuet 

131  Don  Quixote 

132  Black-Eyed  Sukey 

133  The  Great  Devil 
VOL.  XV. 

134  Curse  of  Mammon 

135  Jack  Sheppard 

136  Paul  the  Pilot 
The  Boarding  House 

38  Rule  Britannia 
139  The  Twins  of  W;w.r-» 
The  Venetian 
The  Bashful  Man 
142  Ravens  of  Orleans 
VOL.  XVI. 

,143  Ten  Thcu  taud  a  Year 
144  Under  the  Pose 


137 
1 
1 

140 

141 


145  Sally  in  our  Alley 

146  Haunted  Hulk 

147  Susan  Hoplev 

148  Jack  in  the  Water 

149  Marianne,  the  Chiki  uf 
Charity 

150  Our  Village 

151  The  Barber  Baron 

152  Sixteen-String  Jack 


***  Cumberland’s  Minor -The? 
atre,  compete  iu  16  vols.  bouud 
in  cloth,  4 1. 


